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Ransom." 



CHAPTER I. 

IN SORE DISTRESS. 

John Granger was in sore trouble of 
mind — a trouble so deep that when he 
tried to speak of it to the wife of his 
bosom, the mere idea seemed to give 
added substance to his fears and so he 
was silent. 

" No," he said to himself, " there are 
some things one cannot tell even to one's 
wife," and with this sad conclusion and 
with a heavy sigh he turned on his side 
in his bed, away from his soundly-sleep- 
ing and unsuspecting spouse, lest in his 
sleep her pretty shell-like ears nestling 
under great coils of glossy black hair 
should steal his terrible secret from him. 

The French clock in the adjoining 
room struck three as he closed his dis- 
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mal soliloquy, and when it struck four he 
was still wide awake. 

When the last sweet note of the time- 
piece had died on the air, John Granger 
wiped the cold perspiration from his 
forehead and stole out of bed, softly, so 
as not to awaken his still sleeping wife. 
" I shall go crazy if I lie here any 
longer,'* he said to himself, " with these 
worries growing worse every minute. 
Oh, I think these sleepless morning 
hours are the devil's own play-time." 
Then he raised the blind very softly — 
still mindful of the fair slumberer — and 
looked out, to find the world filled with 
a swirling, blinding, furious snow-storm, 
so innocent in the size of its flakes, and 
yet so deadly in its rage, that before it 
was half developed it was christened the 
blizzard of 1888, a name which it lived 
up to in a very marvelous way. 

In front of his house No. — West 
Eleventh Street, New York City, the 
snow-drift was already piled to the depth 
of three or four feet, and the leafless 
tree which had been the house's joy in 
the summer-time, was laden with a 
mid-winter foliage of an incredible 
weight. 
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For a moment or two John Granger 
stood looking out at the snow, then he 
retraced his steps to bed. But he could 
not sleep, and after tossing from side to 
side and turning his pillow to cool the 
fever of his heated brain he finally 
abandoned the idea of sleep and pro- 
ceeded to dress himself. 

He felt that nothing but physical 
violence could mitigate his mental an- 
guish, and, stepping into his dressing- 
room, he swung his heavy dumb-bells 
furiously for several minutes. This, 
however, availed him nothing, for the 
harder he worked the more clearly his 
thoughts began to concentrate upon his 
trouble. 

At last he sat down on the edge of 
his bath-tub, wearied and despairing. 
"Fifty thousand dollars to pay before 
the banks close to-day, or stark ruin, 
and only ten thousand dollars to pay it 
with ! " That had been the terrible re- 
frain to which he had swung his dumb- 
bells. 

As he recovered his breath, his mind 
travelled over the whole wretched story 
of his trouble. " How little did I 
dream," he said to himself, " that when 
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I gave that demand note to my old 
friend, George Forbes, it was to come 
back upon me in this way. " Fool that 
I was to give it," he went on, " and yet 
I could not help myself. He and his 
old uncle had been my staunchest friends 
since my boyhood, and had started me 
handsomely in the old country by being 
surety for my cash-credit account with 
the Bank of Scotland for ten thousand 
pounds. How could I refuse when the 
moral obligation to help him was so 
irresistible, and when, after many losses, 
he saw a chance of recouping himself by 
the purchase of the * Good-Hopes * 
mine and only wanted the loan of my 
note to deposit as collateral security 
against * the sure thing ? ' " He smiled 
a dreary smile as he uttered the last 
three words. " I might have known 
better," he mused, " what have I to do 
in my business with these so called * sure 
things,' which always turn out to be the 
worst kind of risks ? " 

He sat for a few moments in moody 
silence, then he took from his pocket 
a letter dated San Francisco a week 
before. " Dear John," it began, " a most 
unfortunate thing has happened, and it 
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worries me so much that I can scarcely 
write you coherently about it. 

" You will recollect that in addition to 
the acceptance of a good San Francisco 
house and other securities I was to de- 
posit the note you gave me as collateral 
for the payment of the * Good-Hopes ' 
mine, of which I was then to get — and 
did get — actual possession. 

" Well, the owner of the mine was a 
very wealthy Califomian woman who 
cut rather a rapid pace here a few years 
ago, but who has been known chiefly of 
late years as one of the keenest and most 
unscrupulous speculators of this coast. 
My payment for the mine was actually 
due on the first instant, but the accept- 
ance of the San Francisco house was 
due a fortnight earlier. 

" I had scarcely given this acceptance 
to the owner of the mine before- the 
senior partner of the firm which gave it 
to us, began engaging in some wildly 
speculative schemes with the agents of 
the lady referred to, with the result 
that he ruined his business, and his firm 
was unable to meet its acceptance. By 
the terms of our agreement, this un- 
looked-for event and the depreciation of 
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the Other securities which I had given, 
together with my own inability to make 
up the deficiency of the purchase money, 
made your note the absolute property of 
the owner of the mine, and she inti- 
mated to me to-day her intention to pro- 
ceed East at once to recover the amount. 

" I am afraid, dear friend, this means 
trouble for you, for this woman (Miss 
Mabel Wandel) is a most determined 
character, with no more compassion than 
a catamount. I called upon her to-day, 
and tried to induce her to wait for the 
money and not to trouble you, but she 
gave me a very bad quarter of an hour, 
and I left without accomplishing any- 
thing. 

" Of course it is hardly possible that 
she can know you personally, but once 
or twice when she referred to your name 
there was an ill-suppressed fury in her 
tone, from which one might think she 
had some spite against you, and when I 
told her that it would probably ruin you 
to compel you to pay all the amount of 
the note at once, she said, * I'll collect 
that note if it costs that man every cent 
he has in the world,' and it was not the 
words which surprised me so much as 
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the bitter way in which they were 
uttered. 

"She is one of those very dark 
brunettes who work themselves into a per- 
fect frenzy when they lose their tempers, 
and with her piercing eyes, flushed face, 
and the thin scar on her forehead show- 
ing white against her dark complexion, 
she looked absolutely fiendish. At the 
end she rang the bell and ordered the 
servant to show — no, to throw — me out. 
He was a hulking fellow in an astonish- 
ing livery, and he advanced upon me in 
such a very unflunkylike way that I 
concluded he was a prize-fighter dis- 
guised. When I promptly put my hand 
on my pistol-pocket he leaped behind a 
screen in great haste. His mistress, 
however, was not so easily alarmed, and 
as she rushed to a table I concluded 
that she had a revolver in one of the 
drawers, and as I did not wish to ex- 
change shots with her I made the best 
of my way out of her house. 

" I hope sincerely that you may be 
able to devise some means of placating 
this female fiend, or of adjusting the 
matter without injuring yourself. No 
words of mine can express how I feel 
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about the matter and how deeply I 
deplore the mess into which I have got 
you. Faithfully your friend, George 
Forbes." 

When John Granger finished the 
perusal of the note he murmured to 
himself, "Poor old George, whatever 
happens I shall never blame you for it. 
I know this Mabel Wandel only too well 
with the livid scar on her forehead." 

Then he opened another letter and as 
he read it his eyes gleamed and his 
teeth became set. It was in these terms : 

" Sir : I hold your demand note for fifty 
thousand dollars, and unless the same is 
paid on presentation at your bank to- 
morrow it will be protested and a sum- 
mons will be issued at once against you. 
"Yours, etc., Mabel Wandel." 

That letter had come directed to his 
private house, and it was dated from the 
hotel on the other side of the street in 
which he lived, so that no doubt the fair 
Mabel had gloated on the house which 
she proposed to bring into ruins about 
his head. 

"And this is the outcome of my 
boyish infatuation for Mabel Wandel, 
and our broken engagement caused by 
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my disgust at her wild, erratic, behavior. 
I thought time had wiped out the 
recollection of all that, but she appears 
to harbor a bitter feeling against me, 
and she will probably not stop by simply 
ruining me, but will endeavor to break 
up my family as well." 

For a while he sat musing, then he 
raised the shade and looked out, to find 
only a still larger storm and deeper 
drifts. In the rage of the elements 
there seemed to him something con- 
genial, something, maybe, to battle 
against. Anything surely was better 
than sitting still, eating his heart out. 
After a moment's hesitation he left his 
dressing-room and went to a lower floor 
where he put on an old rubber coat and 
heavy rubber boots. After he had 
tucked his long fair beard inside his 
coat, drawn up his collar and turned 
down the ear-caps of his hat, he glanced 
in the glass and said, " I don't think my 
own wife would know me." Then he 
armed himself with a spade and broom 
and went out into the snow. 

"It seems a strange thing," he said to 
himself, " that at my age I should begin 
to clear away the snow in front of my 
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own house, but I must do something 
violent or go mad." With this he began 
industriously to shovel away the vast 
bank of snow which had settled against 
the front of the house. The particles of 
snow which the fierce wind blew against 
his face did him good, and the tremen- 
dous exertion of shoveling the vast load 
of snow brought back the color to his 
cheeks. 

The streets were deserted, and the 
snowfall was so dense that the opposite 
house could scarcely be seen. As he 
stood erect to rest himself for a moment 
after the first great effort, a figure came 
ploughing through the snow towards 
him and a hoarse voice called in his ear, 
" Say, Sweeper, the police are after me 
— tell them I went the other way; I'll 
do as much for you some other time," 
after which extraordinary utterance the 
figure plunged into the storm and dis- 
appeared. 

Two minutes later the figure of a. 
policeman came in sight, revolver in 
hand. " Did a man pass this way within 
a minute or two ? " " Yes," replied the 
snow-shoveler. " Which way did he 
go ? " demanded the policeman. " Why" 
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do you ask ? " was the counter-question. 
" Because murder has been done at the 
hotel opposite I " 

For an instant John Granger had 
hesitated to tell the policeman which 
way the man had passed, but when he 
heard that it was murder for which he 
was being pursued he unhesitatingly 
told him the truth, and the policeman 
plunged through the snow in pursuit. 
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CHAPTER II. 
god's work or the devil's ? 

When John Granger recommenced 
his snow-shoveling he observed a black 
object lying at the bottom of a deep 
foot- print, evidently from its position 
that of the assassin who had stood on 
that spot when he spoke to him. The 
object proved to be a lady's purse, ap- 
parently leather, and with a metal clasp. 

" This I imagine belongs to the mur- 
dered person and has fallen out of the 
assassin's pocket," murmured the finder 
to himself. Then he stood musing for 
a moment while the sharp sleet-like 
snow stung his face. " This is a serious 
business," he said to himself, "whom 
can that wretch have killed ? The same 
Hotel too where that woman is staying ! 
I wonder," he soliloquized, " if it is pos- 
sible " Then a dark red flush crept 

into his cheeks. " God forgive me," he 
murmured penitently as if for some 
hidden unholy prayer. Suddenly the 
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danger of the situation to himself struck 
him and he turned and went indoors. 
Removing his outer garments at the top 
of the stairs he softly re-entered his 
dressing-room, and was about to light 
the gas when it occurred to him as a 
very undesirable thing to do to show a 
light in the front of the building at that 
time. Thereupon he retired to a rear 
room where he obtained a light and 
began to examine the pocket-book. 

On the Russian-leather cover stood 
out in bold relief in silver the initials 
M. W. 

" Great heavens 1 " ejaculated John 
Granger, and again the dark flush mount- 
ed to his face, only to leave it deadly 
pale a moment later. 

The fingers which undid the fastenin<?:s 
of the purse trembled in spite of him- 
self, and his heart beat loudly as he laid 
the contents of the purse on the table, 
one by one. Item, a roll of bank bills, 
value eleven hundred dollars ; item, a 
bank draft on New York for twenty-five 
hundred dollars ; item, a demand note for 
fifty thousand dollars signed ^^fohn Gran- 
ger " ! ! ! Was he dreaming, and was 
this God's work or the Devil's ! 

2 
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" This man has killed Mabel Wandel," 
he exclaimed in a heavy whisper. The 
situation was too deep for further words — 
and he fell on his knees and murmured 
" Oh God ! lead me not into temptation ; 
but show me what I ought to do in this 
matter," then he closed the purse and 
hid it in a secret drawer of his bureau. 
Presently he extinguished the light and 
undressing himself he resumed his place 
by the side of his still sleeping wife. 

" Now," he thought, " if that police- 
men cannot trace the murderer and 
comes back to talk to the man who was 
clearing the snow away he will find every- 
thing in order here." 

As a matter of fact the policeman was 
at that very moment standing in front of 
the house on the lookout for the missing 
man. He had failed to trace the assas- 
sin, and now that the snow-shoveler had 
also disappeared he felt a strong convic- 
tion that he was an accomplice placed 
there in that guise to warn his confeder- 
ate in crime. 

After a moment's hesitation the police- 
man pulled the door-bell violently. John 
Granger did not intend to be the first 
to wake up, and so, good, honest man 
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though he was, he feigned a heavy sleep 
until the continued ringing of the bell 
alarmed his wife and she shook him 
by the arm to wake him. *' John, dear 
John, I never knew you to sleep so 
soundly before. Don't you hear the 
bell ? The servants will never hear it, 
they sleep so heavily, and I am afraid to 
go downstairs alone." 

At this John woke with much apparent 
difficulty and going to the window he 
raised it and shouted to the policeman 
below, " What do you want ? " 

"Whom did you employ to sweep 
away the snow this morning," came the 
reply in the form of an inquiry. 

" What do you mean ? " John Granger 
shouted back, " I employed no one to 
remove the snow this morning ; is that 
all you want ? I can't stop here catch- 
ing cold." 

"All right, sir," said the policeman, 
saluting, " that is all ; I'll call in the 
morning and explain." 

" An accomplice, by Jove ! " muttered 
the policeman, "that man, whoever he 
was, watched outside, disguised as a 
snow-sweeper, while the other committed 
the crime." 
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At eight o'clock the same morning 
Policeman O'Gorman, who had failed to 
trace the murderer a few hours earlier, 
waited upon Mr. Granger to explain the 
cause of his earlier visit. 

" Good-morning sir," said the officer, 
as Mr. Granger entered the room. 

" Morning," replied the other a little 
coldly. 

" 1 called, sir, to explain why I rang 
your bell at so unusual an hour this 
morning, and to find out whether you 
can throw any light upon a very extraor- 
dinary occurrence. A murderous as- 
sault was committed this morning upon 
a visitor at the hotel, opposite." 

" Murderous assault ! " said the other 
— do you mean to say then that the lady 
was not killed ? " 

" What lady ? " inquired the officer 
somewhat sharply. I said nothing about 
a lady." 

"Pardon me," returned the other, 
somewhat embarrassed. " I understood 
you to say that a lady had been as- 
saulted." 

" No, sir, I said nothing of the 
kind." 

" Well then," resumed the other, re- 
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gaining his self-command, "was the 
gentleman not actually killed ? " 

'* Look here," replied the other, " you 
are traveling too fast — I said nothing 
about a gentleman either — as a matter 
of fact, it was a lady who was murderously 
assaulted, although /never said so." 

" You certainly told me that a murder 
had been committed when I saw you " — 
he was going to say, " outside, when 
you asked me which way the murderer 
had gone," then he saw how nearly he 
had committed himself and he stopped 
short. 

" All I can say," resumed O'Gorman, 
" is that I simply asked you when you 
were at your window who the man was 
that you employed to sweep away the 
snow from your front door early this 
morning." 

" And I told you then, as I tell you 
now, that I did not employ any one to 
sweep away the snow from the front of 
my house." 

" Then do I understand that you did 
not see any man sweeping away the 
snow this morning 1 " 

" What's all this nonsense about ? " 
suddenly inquired Mrs. Granger from 
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the adjoining room where she had over- 
heard nearly all the conversation, " Why, 
my poor husband was so sound asleep 
when you rang the bell at that unearthly 
hour that I had to sit up in bed and 
shake him before he could wake him- 
self sufficiently to go to the window." 

This honest outburst did much to 
allay the over-prompt suspicion of the 
officer, and the lady gained a great 
point by putting him on his defence. 

"I am sorry, madam, if I disturbed 
you." 

" Disturbed me ! " rejoined the lady. 
"It was outrageous. I am surprised 
that an officer of your standing and 
appearance should have been guilty of 
such bad taste, to say the least. 
Now, if it had been a rough-and-ready 
young Irishman who did such a thing, I 
would have said, *What could you ex- 
pect ? ' but when experienced officers do 
such things, why, what are we to look 
for from the younger members of the 
force 1 " 

Mrs. Granger was a lady of great per- 
sonal beauty, and officer O'Gorman was 
very susceptible to beauty. " It will be 
the regret of my life, madam," he an- 
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swered, his native blarney coming to his 
aid " to think that I disturbed the slum- 
bers of so sweet (he said swate) a lady. 
Our duty, madam, is different from that 
of other people. It is so seldom pleas- 
ant to perform, and we can hardly be 
agreeable to people without being sus- 
pected of wrong-doing. Now there's 
that postman over there with his morn- 
ing delivery, every one greets him with 
a smile, but people would shut the door 
in our face if they dared do so." 

Mrs. Granger listened to this rather 
long harangue with a smile on her lips, 
and as she made no remark at its close 
O'Gorman had to retire with a feeling 
of discomfiture. 

As he went down the front stoop a 
saucy pair of black eyes greeted him 
smilingly from the basement door ; they 
belonged to Nora, the cook, 

" Ah now ! " exclaimed he suddenly, 
his face brightening up amazingly, " if it 
was not for the compensations of the 
kitchen the force would die broken- 
hearted and the station-houses become 
monasteries ! " 

" Good-morning, Miss Nolan, your 
eyes are bright enough to burn a hole 
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in the blizzard. May I come in for a 
minute ? " 

" Surely," said Norah, " this is my 
washing-day, but I can't do anything in 
this weather, and so I have a minute or 
two to spare. 

"Miss Nolan," said O'Gorman after 
warming himself at the kitchen fire. 
" It's a mighty strange thing about this 
man whom I found shoveling away the 
snow in front of your house at four o'clock 
this morning. There he was, as large 
as life, when I spoke to him, and when 
I returned in five minutes he was gone 
with no footprints to show where he had 
gone to. Then when I ask Mr. .and 
Mrs. Granger who he was, they tell me 
they know nothing about him as they 
had not employed any one ; strange, 
isn't it } " 

" Yes, indeed," replied Norah, adding 
after a pause, "there's another thing 
which puzzles me. Last night when Jane 
and I wheeled the ash-barrel into the area 
to be ready for the ash-man in the 
morning, it was so full that we spilt 
quite a little on the stone floor just as 
you enter the outer-door. It was get- 
ting so late Jane said, * never mind I'll 
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sweep it up first thing in the morning/ 
and so we left it. This morning when 
she went to clean it up she found foot- 
prints in it, as if some one had been 
walking back and forth across it." 
. " Ah ! " remarked the policeman, a 
new interest perceptible in his eyes, 
" show me this place, mavourneen, right 
away." 

" Oh ! Jane swept the ashes away," 
added Norah. 

"Well, I'm what made her do 

*^at ? " 

- "Why shouldn't she, Mr. Policeman; 
should she have left them to be trailed 
all over the house ? As it was she had 
quite a job to get the marks out of the 
stair-carpet." 

" Stair-carpet," repeated the officer 
with renewed interest ; " how did they 
come to be there ? " 

" That's what we can't make out," 
replied the other — " Ah ! there goes 
Mr. Granger to business" — this as the 
front door closed with a noise. " What 
a terrible morning it is." 

" Yes, indeed," rejoined O'Gorman, 
and I've been wet through for the past 
five hours," 
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" O, that's terrible — ^justwait a minute 
and I'll bring you a little whisky." 

The officer did not demur, and the 
moment he was left alone a great change 
came over his countenance. " I must 
not show too much anxiety, but if those- 
foot-prints don't help to solve this mys- 
tery I shall be surprised." 

When Norah returned with the liquor 
he inquired if Mrs. Granger had come 
downstairs yet, and on being told that she 
did not usually come down till after ten 
o'clock unless for special reasons, such 
as the policeman's early visit, he man- 
ifested a desire to see if he could not 
trace the foot-prints. 

" You see it would never do to run 
the risk of having burglars coming and 
going about the house," he explained, 
" and it must have been some stranger 
who had access to the house who made 
these marks, as you say there is no one 
in it but Mr. and Mrs. Granger. Sup- 
pose, for instance, some former servant 
who knew of the valuables kept upstairs 
had got duplicate keys made and given 
them to some acquaintance with a taste 
for burglary ! Very likely, only the fact 
that I have been about since four o'clock 
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saved the house from being robbed and 
may be you from being murdered — or 
all but murdered — like the poor lady 
across the street." 

In a moment he wished he had not re- 
ferred to the attempted murder, for now 
he had to stop and explain and good 
time was being lost. At last he broke 
away with, " Now, Norah, darling, show 
me those foot-prints." 

Although the housemaid had done her 
best to erase the marks a faint outline 
of the damp ashes was still perceptible 
on the dark stair-carpet, and following 
the marks slowly the policeman traced 
them to the landing above, where they 
ceased in front of the cupboard. 

The stolid heart of the big policeman 
positively thumped when he saw where 
the marks ended, but he was a careful 
man and he made no sign. On the con- 
trary, he leant idly against the inner door, 
coquetting with his whiskey, 

" Won't you taste a drop to sweeten 
the glass, Norah dear, the more that 
you've forgotten the sugar — and hot 
whisky without sugar is forbidden by 
the regulations of the foorce ! " 

" Didn't I put any sugar in your 
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whisky — ? well now, just wait a minute 
and I'll fetch you some." 

" Totally unnecessary if you'll but sip 
a little" retorted the gallant Irishman 
with an ogle. 

Norah smiled and went downstairs 
with a rosy flush on her cheeks. 

The instant she was out of sight the 
officer set down his glass and opened 
the cupboard door and put his hands 
quickly on a rubber coat and a pair of 
rubber boots. "Wet, by Jove!" he 
remarked under his breath — and there is 
the hat with the ear-caps also wet. The 
whole outfit of the sweeper complete, or 
I'm a Dutchman." 

Then as he heard Norah's steps re- 
turning he closed the door and resumed 
his glass. 

" Might I make bold," the policeman 
inquired, " to ask what is in that cup- 
board ? " 

"O, just some of the Master's old 
fishing-clothes." 

" Well now, Norah dear, if you will cut 
me the least little bit of a sandwich I'll 
be off. I'll wait here while you bring it, 
as I hear the housemaid in the kitchen." 

As soon as the cook left to get the 
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sandwich the policeman opened the 
outer door and threw out the whisky. 
" I don't want to report this matter to 
the sergeant with a smell of whisky 
about me," he explained to himself. 
Then, locking the cupboard door, he put 
the key in his pocket and followed Norah 
downstairs. 
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CHAPTER III. 

BEFORE THE POLICE INSPECTOR. 

When officer O'Gorman presented 
himself at the Station House he found 
the sergeant-in-cliarge reading a docu- 
ment which a detective had just handed 
to him. This was a rough draft of the 
letter which Mabel Wandel had written 
to John Granger the day before, and it 
had been found by the detective among 
the papers in her bureau. 

After reading the letter carefully over 
twice the sergeant glanced at the detective 
in silence — then, seeing that he had 
something more to tell, he said sharply, 
" Well ? " 

"That letter was addressed to the 
occupant of the house in front of which 
the man was found shoveling the snow 
at four o'clock this morning." 

" So I perceive," remarked the ser- 
geant coldly. " Is that all ? " 

" Yes sir," replied the detective, some- 
what discomfited. 
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" Officer O'Gorman," said the sergeant, 
turning to the policeman who had entered. 
" What have you to report ? Anything 
additional ? " 

While the policeman was explaining 
his discovery to the sergeant, the latter 
kept his eyes on his face, and nodded 
approval from time to time. 

Perhaps it was too much to expect 
from human nature, and official nature 
at that, that O'Gorman should explain 
that it was the accidental reference of 
the cook to the foot-prints in the spilled 
ashes, and not his own detective skill, 
which had put him on the exceedingly 
hot trail which he had struck ; at any 
rate it is undoubted that the impression 
left on the sergeant's mind was more 
flattering to O'Gorman than the exact 
facts warranted. 

Perhaps the notion occurred to the 
officer himself, for he muttered under 
his breath, " God bless you, Norah, dear," 
as if by way of restitution. 

" O'Gorman," said the sergeant, " re- 
port yourself here before you go on duty 
again." 

After the officers had saluted and 
withdrawn, the sergeant sat for a few 
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minutes idly drumming his fingers on 
the desk in front of him, as if lost in 
thought. 

" Is the woman delirious ? " he sud- 
denly inquired of the detective. 

" She is lying there quite motionless 
and insensible, the doctor says he is afraid 
that there is a fracture of the skull," was 
the reply. 

" You had better instruct one of our 
matrons to remain in the sick room at 
the hotel," resumed the sergeant. " Mrs. 
Hogarth will do, she is a competent 
nurse too. Tell the proprietor that it is 
my wish to have some one there in case 
delirium sets in." 

" Is that all, sir ? " inquired the 
detective after a pause. 

" No," came the reply slowly, " find 
out where Mr. John Granger is and say 
to him that the Inspector would like to 
have a few words with him at the Station- 
House, if he could make it convenient 
to call within the next hour ; — and — do 
— not — lose — sight of him." 

* * * * * 

When John Granger left his home he 
carried with him the purse he had found, 
and this, with its contents intact, he 
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sealed in an envelope, marked outside 
*' Miss Mabel Wandel." 

The temptation to retain possession 
of his demand note, although consider- 
able, had been of only momentary dura- 
tion, and as soon as he had arranged 
his morning's business he started for the 
police station, where he arrived a few 
minutes after the departure of the 
detective. 

The sergeant, as may be expected, 
was somewhat surprised to see him, 
knowing full well that he could not have 
received his message. 

There was a set look about John 
Granger's face which spoke volumes to 
his trained eye. " I was wrong," he 
said to himself, " that is an honest look, 
although it is that of a man desperately 
hard set," and the tone in which he 
greeted him was one of respect. 

" You wish to see me, sir," he inquired 
in his sharp official tone, but there was 
nothing of the threat in his eye which 
malefactors always saw or thought they 
saw there. 

" I wish to see the Inspector," said 
the other, a little stiffly, in reply, laying 
a slight stress on the last word, 
3 
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" Take a seat and I will see whether 
he is engaged." The sergeant wished 
to have an opportunity of communicat- 
ing to his chief the full details gleaned 
from O'Gorman and the detective. 

When Mr. Granger was shown into 
the presence of the Inspector he found 
the sergeant in attendance. 

" You wish to see me, I understand/' 
— began the Inspector, — " what is your 
business with me ? " 

" I wish to hand over to you a purse 
which I found this morning and to 
explain the circumstances under which I 
found it " — and saying this John Gran- 
ger handed over the sealed envelope to 
the Inspector." 

" Do you know the contents of the 
purse ? " sharply inquired the Inspector. 

" Yes, sir, there is a memorandum 
of them," and he handed the statement 
to the Inspector. 

Is that your note referred to there, 
Mr. Granger ? 

"Yes, sir." Perhaps I had better 
break the seal and hand you the purse 
open ; saying this he took up the 
envelope and broke the seal, handing 
the purse over to the Inspector. 
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" Had you any reason to expect that 
that note would be presented to day ? " 

" Yes — I had received word from the 
person to whom I gave it that he had 
parted with it and that the holder had 
left for New York in order to present it 
and " 

One moment," interrupted the In- 
spector — " was that your only reason for 
supposing that it would be presented to- 
day ? " 

" No, sir, I was about to say, when 
you interrupted me, that I had also re- 
ceived a letter from the holder that it 
would be presented to-day." 

" Who is the holder ? " 

" Miss Mabel Wandel, now staying at 
the Barbour Hotel, West Eleventh Street. 

" The lady who was nearly murdered 
last night ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" Now will you please explain under 
what circumstances you found the 
purse } " 

John Granger had made up his mind 
after the first sharp shock of shame to 
tell the truth — the whole truth, and noth- 
ing but the truth, — and when he had 
finished the Inspector and sergeant 
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knew all about his desperate sleepless- 
ness and his extraordinary remedy for it. 

The Inspector made no sign as to the 
corroborative evidence which he had in 
the copy of Mabel WandePs letter to him 
or in the testimony of Policeman O 'Gor- 
man. There was still the bare possibil- 
ity that this man had discovered that 
the pursuit was becoming very close, and 
finding that the note was not endorsed 
and could not therefore be presented for 
the present, he had determined to block 
the chase by pretending to make a clean 
breast of the affair. 

" Do you recall anything peculiar 
about the man who accosted you and 
asked you to put the police on the wrong 
scent ? " 

" Well, I noticed as he turned to face 
the street lamp by our door that he had 
very heavy red eyebrows, and that he 
had a hare-lip which affected his speak- 
ing." 

" Do you remember his exact words ? " 

" As well as I can recall he said, * Say, 
Sweeper, I*m in trouble, and the police 
are after me. Tell them I have gone 
the other way and I'll do as much for 
you some other time.' " 
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" Are you sure of the word * Sweep- 
'er ? ' " 

" Yes, quite, because I imagined from 
it that he thought I was an old hand 
at the business, and that he identified 
me as that." 

After a pause of a moment or two, 
the Inspector touched a bell, and in 
reply to his summons detective Judson 
made his appearance. 

" Do you know any one by the name of 
* Sweeper ? * " 

" No sir, but Harland, who has just 
come in, may." 

" Send him here." 

"Harland," inquired the Inspector, 
^* do you know any one of the name of 
^ Sweeper > ' " 

" Well, sir," replied the other slowly, 
there used to be a fellow of that name 
down by the water-side, but I haven't 
seen him for some time." 

"Try and find him and bring him 
here." 

" I'm afraid, Mr. Granger, we will 
have to detain you a little while," re- 
marked the Inspector, turning to Mr. 
Granger, " although we will not keep you 
a moment longer than is necessary.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

AN EASTER OFFERING. 

John Granger incarcerated, found 
himself, strange to say, a happier man 
than John Granger at liberty, and after 
he had sent a few lines to his wife on 
his own office paper, which he had had 
the forethought to put in his pocket, say- 
ing that he had to go into the country 
and might even be unable to return that 
evening, be felt easier in his mind. 

" How strangely things happen," he 
said to himself as he watched the still 
falling snow out of the Station-House 
window. It seems as if the judgment 
of God had overtaken this wretched 
woman. After planning the wrecking 
of the other securities so that she might 
seize my note as the collateral, she comes 
on here to wreak her revenge on myself, 
only to meet her own fate." 

Meantime the detective told-off to 
find " Sweeper " had the good luck to 
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discover him in the first of his lairs 
which he visited. 

" What am I wanted for now — eh } " 
he inquired of the detective who es- 
corted him to headquarters. 

" You will find that out soon enough," 
gruffly replied the other. 

When the detective arrived with his 
prisoner the sight of the Inspector seemed 
to loosen the latter's knees. " I wish I 
knew what particular job this is for," he 
said to himself — and a cold shiver went 
through him in case it should be for 
something which sat like a night-mare 
on his mind. 

The sound of the Inspector's voice 
addressing him, made him start. 

" W^hat is the name of your * pal ' 
with heavy red eyebrows which meet 
over his nose, and a hare-lip ? Now, no 
shuffling, or it will be worse for you." 

" His name is Bill McCartney," was 
the quavering reply, " but if he knew I'd 
given bim away he'd kill me, for he is 
very handy with the slung-shot." 

" Where does he live ? " 

" In Widow Norton's Alley — in the 
back basement." 

"Is he there now ? " 
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" Yes, sir, he's there hiding, I wonder 
now what he has done this time ? " 

" Hold your tongue. " 

" Yes, sir ; but he told me last night 
that he'd seen an old friend of his at the 
Station and that he meant to get some 
money from her. Bill used to be a 
great swell." 

" At what Station did he say he saw 
this old friend of his ? " 

" Pennsylvania — across the river." 

"How did he propose to get the 
money ? " 

" Well he didn't say, but he asked me 
to meet him at West Eleventh Street op- 
posite the Barbour Hotel at four o'clock 
this morning to help him." 

" Did you meet him ? " 

" No, sir ; I was afraid he might get me 
into trouble." 

** Did you tell him you would not meet 
him ? " 

" No, and the reason why I know 
where he is now, is because he sent for 
me an hour ago, and asked me what I 
told the policeman in Eleventh Street 
after he left me." 

" What did you say ? " 

" I did not know what to say, sir, for 
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I was afraid to tell him that I had not 
been there, as he had evidently given 
himself away to somebody else, thinking 
it was me, and as some men came in just 
then, T slipped out." 

" Take care of this man," said the In- 
spector in a sharp voice to two of his 
subordinates and bring that man Mc- 
Cartney here under arrest." 

McCartney came under coercion, but 
after a long examination by the Chief he 
broke down, and confessed that he had 
met the woman Mabel Wandel by acci- 
dent at the Pennsylvania Station, and had 
recognized her as an old friend of his in 
his better days. " I was pretty well 
dressed," he went on, " and when she 
recognized me and I promised to call 
and see her, she bid me come. I had 
an old grudge against her, and had made 
up my mind that if she did not give me 
what I wanted I would take all 1 could 
get any way. I called at the hour she 
fixed and stayed some time. When I 
asked her for money she offered me five 
dollars, and when I got mad she laughed 
in my face and threatened to have me 
put out if I did not leave. I left her 
room but instead of waiting for the 
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elevator boy I slipped into her bedroom 
and hid in a large w'^vd!:*'^^'* 

"She had sever'-.l visitors and did not go 
to her bed re v^in until after three o'clock. 
I must have fallen asleep waiting for her, 
for the first thing I remember she was 
trying to open the wardrobe door which 
I had fastened against a surprise. 

" I heard her make an impatient re- 
mark and, looking through the aperture 
I had left, I saw her stooping over her 
trunk, I suppose to get out some other 
clothes. Her back was turned, and I 
crept up behind and struck her with a 
sand-bag on the head. She made no 
sound, and as I caught her as she fell, 
there was no alarm. 

" After taking her purse and her 
jewelry I left the room and made my 
way downstairs. In breaking my way 
through a window leading into the garden 
the glass broke noisily and attracted the 
attention of a Policeman in Tenth Street. 
He had not time to run around the block 
and he climbed over the garden-wall, but 
the snow hindered him and I had a good 
start. 

" A friend of mine was on the lookout 
and he put the officer off the scent." 
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" Where is that purse ? " inquired the 
Inspector. 

*' I lost it— don't believe it ? Well then 
I did. Whv should I lie, — there's all the 
jewelry (taking a package out of his 
pocket)." 

" I do not think I will need to detain you 
further," said the Inspector to Mr. Gran- 
ger ten minutes later. The whole busi- 
ness has been satisfactorily explained by 
the guilty party who is now under lock 
and key." 

When John Granger reached home the 
servant handed him a telegram which had 
arrived in his absence. 

" Struck a gold pocket yesterday ; sold 
mine to-day and wired fifty thousand 
dollars to your credit with Helps, Dodge 
& Co. Hope it is in time. Forbes." 

He could scarcely grope his way to his 
room, his eyes were so blinded with 
tears. Once inside he shut the door and 
fell on his knees in gratitude to God for 
a great delivery. 

Then he joined his wife, whom he 
kissed with a fervor which took her some- 
what by surprise. 

" Why, John dear, have you had some 
stroke of luck ? " 
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" Yes, darling, a great stroke of 
luck. 

After dinner he told her the whole 
story, and although she reproached him 
for keeping his terrible secret she loved 
him for the self-sacrifice which sought to 
spare her. 

:k 4^ # * * 

Mabel VVandel arose from her sickness 
a wiser and better woman. When she 
learned the full story of John Granger's 
trouble on the day of the blizzard, and 
how, knowing that it probably meant ruin 
to him to return the purse containing his 
demand note for fifty thousand dollars, 
he had, nevertheless, unhesitatingly 
handed it over to the police, a sudden 
impulse seized her, and going to her desk 
where all her papers were, she took out 
John Granger's note, and after receipting 
it, she wrote on a slip of paper, "An 
Easter Offering " and mailed the note to 
him with the slip attached. Then she 
packed her trunk and left. 

John Granger's temptation to keep the 
note when he found it in the purse had 
been quickly conquered, and here was 
his most unlooked-for reward. 

The ordeal had been a sharp one, but 
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honesty had triumphed very gloriously 
at the last. 

" Honesty as z. policy may be all right," 
he said to his wife, " although I never 
liked the phrase, but honesty as a prin- 
ciple is the motto we shall pin up over 
our fireplace." 

The same night John Granger darkened 
his clear horizon by making a some* 
what serious blunder. In dwelling upon 
Mabel Wandel's outburst of generosity 
he found many kindly things to say of 
her unselfishness, her youthful beauty, 
vivacity etc., lingering on each detail in 
a way that very quickly roused the ire of 
his faithful spouse. 

" I hate that woman," she exclaimed 
passionately, " and I feel that I have not 
seen the last of her 1 " 



PART II. 

CHAPTER I. 

BAD NEWS : AN ABDUCTION. 

As the years went by fate dealt kindly 
with John Granger, as if it felt that it 
owed him something for the sharp tussle 
it gave him in the blizzard year, and, 
rare occurrence, it prospered him both 
in his family and his business, so that 
heart and store were alike full. 

" We must not forget, my dear," he 
said one evening, as he laid down his 
magazine, and sat regarding with great 
satisfaction the winsome picture pre- 
sented by his wife opposite. " We must 
not forget, dear, in the midst of our good 
times, that all the * evil days * have not 
disappeared yet, and that we shall have 
our misfortunes by and by like other 
folks." 

" Yes, I know, dear," his wife replied 
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placidly, " but as we have no family to 
multiply our cares, and have sufficient 
money in Government bonds to ensure 
at least a competence for the rest of our 
lives, we have closed the principal doors 
through which trouble comes." 

"True, most beautiful and wisest of 
sages," John Granger returned, rising and 
kissing the glossy black hair which 
crowned his wife's shapely head with 
such luxuriance ; " but trouble has many 
door — ^ghostly, nightmare doors, which 
open in spite of you as soon as you close 
them." 

" A gentleman to see you, sir." 
The interruption came from a soft- 
footed, low- voiced footman, but it startled 
John Granger not a little, and it brought 
an irritated flush of shame to his cheek 
to think that a servant should have 
caught him fondling his wife, in such a 
silly way, He had not yet attained to 
that condition when a stately footman's 
presence was no more to him than a bust 
of Socrates. " I know now," he said to 
himself, "what our English proverb 
means when it says, * It takes three 
hundred years to make a gentleman.' It 
would take just about that time to 
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accustom me to those silk-stockinged 
bipeds, although I think that the average 
American is shortening the period." 

Taking the card from the servant he 
glanced carelessly at the name, "Mr. 
Gilbert Monaghan, San Francisco," and 
saying that he would see the gentleman 
in the drawing-room, he turned again to 
his wife, to whom he handed the card^ 
with the remark that the gentleman was 
unknown to him. 

Mrs. Granger's pretty lips tightened as 
she saw the address. " I always dread 
anything which comes from that quarter," 
she said in a half-plaintive tone ; " ever 
since our experience at the time of 
the blizzard I have been expecting to 
hear of that woman, Mabel Wandel, 
again. 

" Tut ! tut ! my dear," exclaimed her 
husband almost brusquely, "I thought 
you had got rid of that nonsense long 
ago. This gentleman is, in all probabil- 
ity, some friend of your brother who is 
staying in San Francisco, and has prob- 
ably been requested to call upon us and 
deliver some message while in the East." 
Then, turning to his wife with a softer 
look in his eyes, he added, " if we have no 
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real trouble, love, do not let us make 
imaginary ones." Saying this, and with 
another gentle kiss on the glossy hair, he 
left the room. 

When he entered the drawing-room,, 
his visitor, who was, seated, arose and 
bowing gracefully said, " Mr. Granger, I 
presume ? " 

Mr. Granger's first impression was that 
Mr. Monaghan was by far the hand- 
somest and most elegant man he had ever 
met ; indeed his physical beauty was of 
such a rare and dazzling quality that the 
shock of it robbed Mr. Granger of some 
of his native politeness and for a moment 
he was almost embarrassed. 

Recovering himself, however, he in- 
vited his visitor to take a seat. 

" I am sorry, Mr. Granger," began Mr» 
Monaghan, " to be the bearer of extreme- 
ly bad news to yourself and wife. Mrs. 
Granger's brother Will, whom I know 
intimately and reckon among my dearest 
friends, has been abducted by a gang of 
gamblers and is now held for ransom in 
some retreat in the foothills of the Rocky 
Mountains in Wyoming." 

" I do not understand," began Mr. 
Granger, " why should a penniless youth 
4 
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be held for ransom, and how does he 
come to be in Wyoming ? " 
- " Well," resumed the other, " you know 
what young men are. Will was inveigled 
into joining a gambling club in San Fran- 
cisco, and while there he incurred some 
very heavy gambling debts which he 
could not pay." 

As Gilbert Monaghan made this ex- 
planation there was a flash in his eyes 
which startled John Granger, but whether 
it was a look of reprobation of the gam- 
blers who had led the young man astray, 
or of the young man himself, he could 
not determine. 

" The unwritten law out West among 
gamblers," the visitor went on, " is, that 
any one who fails to pay his debts shall be 
made an example of, but before resort- 
ing to extreme measures, they have, I 
understand, in this instance delayed 
doing anything until they hear from his 
relatives. 

" It appears that when Will was kid- 
napped and made to understand what 
was in store for him, he said he had a 
very wealthy brother-in-law (yourself) in 
New York who would do anything neces- 
sary to effect his release. A representa- 
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tive of these gamblers waited upon me 
in San Francisco, at the instance of youi 
brother-in-law and handed me a written 
message from him to you — which I wit 
give you — and told me that they would 
wait just three weeks for your reply, 
<:ounting from the tenth of this month* 
I could not leave at once as I had impor- 
tant matters to arrange, but I left on the 
fifteenth and came on here as quickly as 
possible. This is the twenty-first of the 
month, and, if you are to be of any serv- 
ice to Will, you must start to-morrow at 
latest, as the gang is two days' journey 
by wagon north of Rawlins Station in 
Wyoming." 

John Granger's cheek had paled some- 
what under this extraordinary recital, but 
that he had followed the other's narrative 
closely might be inferred from his first 
question. 

" How do these bandits — or whatever 
you call them — happen to be so far East 
as Wyoming — and how did they get their 
prisoner to go quietly ? " 

" Well ! San Francisco was getting too 
hot for them and so they left. As to 
how they induced their prisoner to go 
quietly in public conveyances like rail- 
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way cars, etc., he knew that the slightest 
attempt at escape would have cost him 
his life in a moment. These men are 
perfectly reckless, and it is a creed with 
them never to let any one escape them.'*' 

"Have you that message that you 
spoke of, with you ? " 

" Oh ! pardon me — yes. Here it is,**" 
ind he handed John Granger the follow- 
ing note in his brother-in-law's handwrit-^ 
ing:— 

" To Ml . John Granger : — 

For God's sake 
come to my aid at once as I am in sore 
trouble ! Your failure to come may cost 
me my life. The bearer — Mr. Gilbert 
Monaghan, a true friend of mine — will 
explain everything. Love to my sisten 

Will Barlow." 

" Have you any idea how much money^ 
these people won from my brother-in-law, 
or how much they demand ? " 

" The person who brought me the mes- 
sage from the gamblers said $50,000, in 
greenbacks, was the very lowest sum for 
which they would release their prisoner. 
In fact I think I have the memorandum 
with me too — yes, here it is. 

"Unless we receive §50,000 (Fifty 
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Thousand Dollars) in good greenbacks 
by sun-down on the 31st instant, we will 
-String up Will Barlow as a warning to 
all dishonest gamblers. By order of the 
^Committee." 

" Suppose I cannot raise the money Mr. 
Monaghan ? "' inquired Mr. Granger. 

For a moment the other sat on the low 
lounge with downcast look, flicking his 
patent-leather boots, then raising his 
eyes, he said in a low, concentrated tone 
which made a cold shiver run down Mr, 
"Granger's spine : " Then I'm afraid it 
will be all up with my friend Will, and 
-that he will never see the sun rise on 
the first of June." 

John Granger rose to his feet much 
perturbed. " Will you be good enough to 
excuse me for a few minutes, Mr. Mona- 
ghan ?" he inquired, " I wish to explain 
this dreadful affair to Mrs. Granger." 

When he left the room the other's look 
put on a strange expression. Under the 
light from the heavy cut-glass chandelier 
his eyes seemed to change color — now 
brown with a tawny hue, now with a 
tinge of feline green, in them, and then 
again black as night as the pupils dark* 
•€ned under some mental excitement. 



\,^ " FIFTY THOUSAFD 

" My darling ! " exclaimed John 
Granger, as he put his arm gently around 
his wife, I'm afraid that we have left one 
of trouble's doors open after all, for I 
have very bad news for you ; and then, 
conducting her to the lounge, he broke 
the sad news as gently to her as the cir- 
cumstances would permit. 

After the first outburst or two of in- 
dignant horror, tears came to Mrs. 
Granger's relief, and she sobbed her grief 
out on her husband's shoulder. 

" Now, darling, don't take on so," 
pleaded the husband; "it might have 
been worse ; no doubt we shall be able 
to rescue him in time." 

" But the money, John, where is such 
an amount to come from at such short 
notice ? " 

" Well, my dear, there is nothing for 
it but to sell our * our old age ' Govern- 
ment bonds which we talked of this 
morning. I'd much rather toil a year 
or two longer to make up that loss than 
I would have anything happen to your 
brother." 

" By way of reply, two plump, shapely 
arms were thrown around his neck, and 
a pair of ripe warm lips placed to his.. 
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" God bless you John — no woman had 
ever a * lovinger ' husband than mine." 

" Tut, tut, tut ! " exclaimed the other,. 
somewhat embarrassed, and with a 
pleased moisture in his eyes "it is noth- 
ing. There now, my dear, you have been 
crying on my shirt-front, and I'm hardly 
fit to go downstairs again." 

Is there a prettier picture on this earth 
than a beautiful, graceful waman, stand- 
ing facing her husband with lovelit eyes 
shining through happy tears ? No I 
Once in a while the Angels, as Poe de- 
scribes them in his " Annabel Lee," go 
"envying." 

His wife looked so lovely and " ap- 
petizing," as she stood with jewel-drops 
on her eyelids mopping his shirt-front 
dry of her tears, that, in a paroxysm, he 
seized the rounded, lissom figure in his 
arms and pressed it closely to his breast,, 
kissing the full white lids and the tu- 
multuous tresses again, and again, and 
again. 

" John," his wife remarked shyly, and 
nestling, if possible, a little closer, " I 
haven't had a hug like that for years ! " 

When Gilbert Monaghan was presented 
to Mrs. Granger his greeting was Orien- 
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tal in his graceful elegance, and in its 
reverential courtesy, while his wonderful 
eyes, shrouded in a down-cast glance 
the admiration they could not con- 
ceal. 

" Strange," thought John Granger, " I 
never saw my wife treat any one so stiffly 
before," and his surprise was increased 
when she moved a step nearer to him 
and put her hand on his arm as a child 
will do — so it seemed to him — when 
some one whom it dreads approaches too 
near. 

" Do you know my brother very well ? " 
Mrs. Granger presently inquired of their 
visitor. 

" Well, acquaintances and eveniriend- 
ships are made much more quickly in 
trying times and under conditions of ex- 
citement, and even, I may say, peril, so 
I think that according to our Western 
ideas I may claim to know him well. A 
trifling service which I was able to ren- 
der him no doubt served to cement the 
friendship." 

"May I ask what that service was ? " 

"Well, it is really unworthy of your 
kindly interest. A ruffian assaulted your 
brother with a knife one night and I 
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went to his assistance and helped to dis- 
arm him." 

As Gilbert Monaghan said this his eye 
glanced inadvertently to the wrist of his 
right hand, where Mrs. Granger now 
noticed a surgical bandage. 

" Were you injured ? " she inquired 
in a tone of quick alarm. 

" Only a slight flesh wound — nothing 
of any consequence," he replied. 

"I think you must be a very dear 
friend of my brother, if you got that 
wound in his defense," Mrs. Granger 
murmured with a growing softness in 
her voice, "for Will was always very 
loving and loyal to his friends." 

" It is quite unworthy of a thought," 
he replied, " but I may claim to be a close 
friend of your brother ; I certainly know 
that I love him dearly ! He is very like 
you, is he not ? " he inquired. 

Whether or not it was the juxtaposi- 
tion of the two sentences which stirred 
Mrs. Granger it is hard to say, but there 
were renewed signs of distrust in her 
eyes, and the good-night which she pres- 
ently bade the visitor was, on her part, 
somewhat stiff, although on his it was 
respectful in the last degree and uttered 
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with a pliant grace which passeth 
words. 

" He is like a beautiful snake," Mrs. 
Granger murmured, as she went upstairs 
alone, her husband having remained with 
Mr. Monaghan to settle the details of 
the proposed journey to be taken the 
following day. 

" Fm absolutely afraid of him," she 
murmured, as she, womanlike, went over 
to her mirror to see what kind of a pict- 
ure she herself must have presented to 
the Apollo-like stranger. 

** Such eyes! they seem to follow me 
still. A man has no right to be so beau- 
tiful — but, oh dear ! what am I thinking 
about with my brother imprisoned by 
bandits (they are nothing else) and in 
danger of his life ! Heaven preserve my 
dear boy ! " 

Before Gilbert Monaghan left it had 
been arranged that John Granger should 
meet him at the Grand Central Depot 
the following night, bringing with him 
the $50,000 in currency, and, in case 
of any adverse developments, a draft 
on a Cheyenne bank for a further 
$25,000. 

"You will bring Mrs. Granger with 
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you of course," the visitor remarked as 
he left. 

*'Why?" inquired the other in sur- 
prise. 

" It would be well to do so, because 
there is a certain amount of chivalry 
among these wild fellows, and they will 
often do for a beautiful woman what no 
money could persuade them to do." 

" No danger, I suppose 1 " 

" Not the least." 

"Very well, then, I will ask Mrs. 
Granger to accompany me." 
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CHAPTER II. 

A STOLEN VALISE. 

The next day John Granger arranged 
his business for an absence of two or 
three weeks, and sold sufficient of his 
Government bonds to purchase the 
$50,000 of currency and also the $25,000 
which he might require in addition. He 
gave a sigh as he thought of the savings 
so ruthlessly swept away, but his eyes 
brightened and his heart warmed when 
he thought of the relief his sacrifice 
brought to his dear wife. 

"I might as well buy a couple of 
revolvers," he said to himself, " one for 
my wife and another for myself," and the 
weapons which he presently equipped 
himself with were quite the most formi- 
dable of their kind. 

" I have an hour to spare," he re- 
flected, " I will run round to the club and 
try these things." 

He had been a crack shot in his 
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younger days, and he chuckled to him- 
self when he found that his aim was as 
true as ever, and that he could still hit a 
twenty-five cent piece nine times out of 
ten at twenty paces. 

Mr. Granger had taken their seats in 
the Pullman car early in the day, so that 
when they reached the station there was 
no time lost in securing berths. 

Mr. Monaghan's seat was just across 
the passage from theirs, so that they 
could have the benefit of his agreeable 
society all the way. This prospect some- 
what embarrassed Mrs. Granger, but she 
did not consider it well to refer to it to 
her husband. 

Just as the train was about to start 
Mr. Monaghan leaned forward and 
inquired of Mr. Granger in a low tone 
whether he had been able to obtain the 
bank bills in small currency — that is, in 
bills of denominations of tens, twenties 
and fifties, as the gambler did not wish 
large bills, as being more difficult to 
handle and likely to attract suspicion. 

Mr. Granger nodded — and quite inad- 
vertently let his eye fall upon a stout 
valise at his feet. 

" It must be a pretty bulky parcel 
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made up of small bills," remarked the 
other. 

"It is/' rejoined Mr. Granger, and 
smiled. 

Mr. and Mrs. Granger saw but little 
of Mr. Monaghan the first evening as he 
spent most of the time in the smoking- 
room, apparently driven there by the 
stupid curiosity of a fellow-passenger — a 
man of heavy Dutch build, who sat and 
stolidly stared at him by the hour. 

As soon as Mr. Monaghan retired to 
the smoking-room the inquisitive passen- 
ger approached Mr. Granger and, raising 
his hat, he inquired politely if he knew 
the name of the gentleman who occupied 
the opposite seat. 

"Yes; Monaghan — Gilbert Mona- 
ghan," was the reply. 

" Ah ! G-i-1-b-e-r-t M-o-n-a-g-h-a-n ! " 
repeated the other in his slow Batavian 
way, and with manifest disappointment. 
" It is not the same — I thought it might 
be a young friend of mine grown up — he 
was so beautiful,'* and with a heavy sigh 
the stranger bowed and left them. 

Being both wearied with the business 
of the day Mr. and Mrs. Granger retired 
early. 
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When they arose somewhat late the 
next morning, they found that Mr. Mon- 
aghan's berth opposite v/as made up, 
and as they did not perceive him in the 
car, they concluded that he had gone to 
breakfast. 

Mr. Granger was somewhat put out 
by the disappearance of his valise. " I 
recollect perfectly putting it underneath 
the berth when I retired," he explained 
to the colored porter, who said he also 
remembered it. 

" Funny thing, too, about that gentle- 
man opposite," the porter added, as he 
scratched his head meditatively. 

" Why — what's wrong about him ? " 
inquired both in a breath. 

" Disappeared in the night-time — won- 
der if he took your valise." 

" Oh, no ! Why, no ! He is our friend 
and is traveling with us," was the hasty 
reply. 

" When did you see him last ? " asked 
Mr. Granger. 

" About twelve o'clock," was the reply 
— he was still smoking and every one on 
the car had gone to sleep but he and the 
Dutchman. Shortly after that there was 
a slight explosion on the road ahead 
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which caused the engineer to stop and 
have the rails examined. That caused 
a delay of several minutes, and when we 
started off again I missed the gentle- 
man." 

" Did he take his baggage with 
him ? '' 

"Well, all he had was a black cloth 
bag, and he must have taken that." 

" I wonder if the Dutchman knows 
anything about him.^" queried Mr. 
Granger. 

" Well — he's missing too," replied the 
porter, with a half rueful, half puzzled 
smile. 

" Was there anything of value in that 
valise, sir ? " presently inquired the 
porter. 

" No, nothing but a change of linen, 
my comb and brush," was the reply. 

As may well be imagined, the disap- 
pearance of their fellow-traveler caused 
Mr. and Mrs. Granger the utmost con- 
sternation, as they relied upon him ab- 
solutely to guide them to the spot where 
their relative was imprisoned. 

" If Mr. Monaghan does not put in an 
appearance by the time we reach Chicago 
we will have to wait at the Richelieu 



DOLLARS RANSOM." 65 

Hotel there for him. Fortunately we 
arranged to go there for a few hours as 
he had some business to transact in that 
-city, so that he will know where to find 
us." Thus decided Mr. Granger, but 
fortunately they received a telegram from 
the missing man at the next station say- 
ing that he had jumped from the train 
in pursuit of a man whom he saw steal- 
ing Mr. Granger's valise — that he had 
captured it and would join them at the 
Richelieu. 

"Well, now," remarked John Gran- 
ger," he is an honest fellow that. I bet 
he thought that valise contained the 
$50,000 of currency and risked his life 
to save it ! " 

" I wonder whether that is so," pon- 
dered Mrs. Granger ; " I had begun to 
form quite a different opinion about him, 
but perhaps I did him a very great in- 
justice." 

After the horrible suspense of the 
•early morning the day was a very bright 
and cheery one, and notwithstanding 
the depressing character of their errand 
the holiday influences of the hour as- 
serted themselves as they recalled prev- 
ious outings in the thrice happy past. 
5 
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"I always feel light-hearted when I 
am starting on a tour with you, dear," the 
husband remarked. "Do you remem- 
ber our horrible experience in England 
during our honeymoon, when after eat- 
ing heartily of some ham-sandwiches 
bought at a railway station, I found 
that they were full of exceedingly lively 
maggots ! " 

"Yes, John dear, and I recollect what 
a great big glass of brandy you took at 
the next station, in order, as you said, 
to settle those things. I was horror- 
stricken because I had never seen any- 
one drink like that before — and I thought 
it was a terribly bad beginning to our 
married life." 

" Perhaps you had never seen any one 
make a hearty meal of such creatures 
before ! " replied John reproachfully. 

" No, indeed," answered the other 
sunnily, " and that was the very last 
scare my dear old husband ever gave me 
in connection with the liquor question. 

" Do you know, dear, I always thought 
that the maggots were a just punishment 
for having an appetite at such a " 

" Sacred time," supplied the husband,, 
and she nodded " Yes." 
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" Ah ! well," he rejoined, " I had been 
so agitated at the wedding breakfast 
with having to make that speech, return- 
ing thanks for good wishes, etc., and 
generally so worn out with the whole 
affair, that I had not been able to eat 
an)rthing, whereas, you had quite an 
appetite." 

"After a slight pause, Mrs. Granger 
resumed somewhat sadly, " we have had 
as much real happiness as any people I 
know, and yet, dear, I could count on 
my ten fingers all the really happy days 
of my life. By that I mean the days of 
absolutely unclouded delight. 

"It is no use placing reliance upon 
anything or any individual to ensure 
happiness, for as certainly as we do so, 
the reed on which we lean will break. 
Providence baffles every attempt at mak- 
ing a storage warehouse for happiness — 
and seems to take pleasure in doing so. 
"Just look at ourselves at this mo- 
ment, for instance. We have now 
money enough to enjoy ourselves with- 
out being troubled either by your absence 
from business, or by the expense of a 
holiday, and here instead of taking our 
holiday in comfort, we _are^ rushing all 
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over the country with our hearts in our 
mouths, and tortured — at least / am tor- 
tured — with anxiety about my brother." 

" Say, we are^ my love," was the gentle 
rejoinder, " for whatever trouble you 
have is mine twice over— once, because 
of my share of it, and then again because 
it worries you." 

A softened light shone in the other's 
eyes as she met her husband's tender 
glance. 

"Do you know, dear," the husband 
went on, taking her plump hand in his, 
^*when I see a man mounted on a 
donkey, and carrying a load across his 
own shoulders instead of laying it on the 
ass, I say to myself, * there are two 
donkeys there — the little one under- 
neath, and the big beautiful one on the 
back.' Now, dear, I want you always 
to let me be the real donkey, on whose 
shoulders you can lay all life's burdens 
and not go loading your pretty self up 
with worries that must come to me any- 
way." 

A tender look repaid the husband, 
and for a long time they sat hand in 
hand, drinking in the fresh beauty of 
the green May landscape. 
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CHAPTER III. 

AN UNEXPECTED REAPPEARANCE. 

It was midnight when they reached 
the Richelieu Hotel, and wearied out 
with the long journey, they slept late the 
following morning. When they entered 
the parlor, they were delighted to find 
Mr. Monaghan awaiting them. 

On seeing them enter he hastened to 
greet them, and the meeting was cordial 
in the extreme on both sides. 

" I arrived by the morning train," he 
said, " and took the liberty of ordering 
breakfast as soon as I learned that you 
were stirring." 

When they entered the dining-room, 
they found that a very exquisite break- 
fast had been prepared by Mr. Mona- 
ghan's orders, and as they were quite 
recovered from the fatigue of the prev- 
ious day's travel, they were in a con- 
dition to appreciate the fine catering of 
their friend. 



70 •* FIFTY THOUSAND 

When the breakfast was well under 
way, the latter explained his adventure. 

" I am subject to fits of restlessness," 
he began, " during which the mere idea 
of sleep is torture to me. One of these 
attacks came on me in the train, and I 
sat smoking until after midnight, trying 
to induce enough drowsiness to justify 
me in retiring. 

" With the exception of an old Dutch- 
man who seemed afflicted in the same 
way, the smoking-room was deserted, 
and every person in the Pullman asleep. 
At length a feeling of drowsiness came 
over me, and I closed my eyes. It did 
not seem to me that I had kept them 
shut more than a few seconds, yet, when 
I opened them again, I found the Dutch- 
man gone. 

" In view of the fact that he had 
never left the room the whole evening. 
It seemed to me very suspicious that he 
should disappear the moment I closed 
my eyes, and being by long habit a man 
of prompt action, I instantly arose and 
went into the Pullman. 

" As I did so, I saw the man drag your 
valise from under your berth, and disap- 
pear rapidly down the aisle. As his 
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berth was next to yours, I could not be 
certain that it was really your berth from 
which he had taken the valise until I 
saw the number. 

" I rushed forward to satisfy myself 
on this point, and instantly saw that it 
must have been your valise, the one in 
all probability which contained that 
batch of bank bills we know of. 

" It flashed upon me in a moment, 
that the Dutchman must have known 
about this money, and that I must follow 
him at all hazards and rescue the bag, 
so, snatching my own small valise as I 
ran (I knew I should not be able to 
board the train again), I reached the 
door of the car just in time to see the 
thief leap from the train which had re- 
duced its speed somewhat on account 
of some noise like an explosion in front. 

" I leaped from the car without an in- 
stant's hesitation, and although I tore the 
skin of my hands somewhat as I fell — 
as you will perceive — I kept my man in 
sight, and following him into the woods 
into which he had fled, I came up with 
him after a smart chase. 

" Then he showed fight, and we had 
a rough time of it, but in the end I 
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overpowered him and carried off your 
valise." 

" Were you hurt ? " inquired Mrs. 
Granger, and the tone of her voice was 
rich in woman's sympathy. 

" Well, he was stronger than I im- 
agined," the other answered, "and he 
gave me some pretty hard knocks, but 
nothing I need shed any tears about," 
and he flashed a dazzling smile in Mrs. 
Granger's direction, 

" And the other man ? " slowly inquired 
John Granger, 

" I left him lying there insensible, and 
I fear, dead " answered the other slowly, 
and in a tone of regret. 

" I could not wait, however, as people 
were coming towards us, and I knew 
that if I were detained it would be fatal 
to your brother, so for once in my life I 
fled." 

" This is one of nature's noblemen," 
Mrs. Granger said to herself — and then 
a great change came over her at the 
sight of Gilbert Monaghan's face. 

The modest pathetic air had been 
blanched out of his cheeks and a great 
horror filled the staring, handsome eyes. 

In alarm she followed his gaze to the 
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esplanade, and there she saw an open 
carriage slowly driving past, and in it 
with his head bathed in blood-stained 
bandages, and with a complexion of 
death but an eye of flame, sat the Dutch- 
man ! 

When Mrs. Granger turned her glance 
towards Mr. Monaghan she found that 
gentlemen leaning back in his chair, to 
all appearances in a dead faint. Her 
husband who had been making some in- 
quiries of a waiter had seen nothing of 
the occurrence. His alarm on noticing 
Mr. Monaghan's condition, was extreme. 
Hastily turning to his wife he enquired 
what had happened, but she was too 
shocked herself to reply. 

" Waiter ! " shouted Mr. Granger, 
" bring me a carafe of water and open 
that window for some fresh air." 

But at this juncture the other opened 
his eyes and protested by a feeble 
movement of the hand against anything 
being done. 

" It is nothing," he said. " Only a 
little overstrain brought on by my leap 
from the train while in motion, or by my 
encounter with the thief in rescuing your 
valise," 
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This reminder — not perhaps in the best 
form — made both Mr. and Mrs. Granger 
move uneasily in their chairs, and the 
former was loud in his protestations of 
regret. 

As for Mrs. Granger, her head was in a 
whirl. The horror of Mr. Monaghan's 
gaze, fixed to all appearance upon the 
wounded and blood-stained Dutchman, 
had made a profound impression upon 
her mind. 

" Such a dreadful look," she said to her- 
self — "and yet, to all appearances, it 
was only the result of a fainting-fit. I 
wonder if he noticed the Dutchman." 

After hesitating for a few seconds — 
and noticing in a strange absent-minded 
way the white sails moving to and fro 
<in the lake, and the limpid waters 
sparkling in the sun — she looked at Mr. 
Monaghan and inquired if he had 
seen any one whom he knew on the 
Esplanade just before the attack came 
on. 

"No, no one at all," he answered 
hastily, and then he closed his eyes 
again. 

For a time the trio sat in silence, and 
as soon as Mr. Monaghan felt suffi- 
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ciently recovered they left the breakfast 
table. 

Mrs. Granger debated with herself for 
some time as to whether she should tell 
Mr. Monaghan that she had seen the 
Dutchman pass in a carriage. At first 
she was unable to divest her mind of a 
suspicion that he had himself seen the 
wounded man, in which case it were 
better she should say nothing, then as she 
listened to his conversation in which 
he explained everything in such a nat- 
ural way and seemed so anxious lest he 
should have killed the Dutchman, she 
thought perhaps she would tell him what 
she had seen. 

That Mrs. Granger's mind was in a 
condition of turmoil a child might have 
known, and to so sympathetic an ob- 
server as Mr. Monaghan, it was as clear 
as the noon-day. Perhaps it was from 
a considerate desire to leave her to her- 
self for a few moments that he rang for 
a newspaper. 

" I feel very anxious to know about 
that wretched man," he explained, " even 
although he was a thief, I should be very 
glad to know that I had not killed 
him. Don't you think it is dreadful 
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to have blood on your hands — human 
blood ! " 

This inquiry was made in a low and 
thrilling tone, and there shone a weird 
uncanny light in the speaker's eyes as 
he bent forward towards Mrs. Granger 
in his excitement. 

" But what can a beautiful woman — 
pardon me " — and he corrected himself, 
in a gentle, regretful tone — " I was going 
to say what can a refined lady like you 
who has never seen blood — who hates 
even to read about it, know of bloodshed, 
of the red blood flowing from a ghastly 

wound but, I crave your pardon, I 

am shocking you ; I do not know what 
has come over me to-day ; I am not 
myself ; I think it must really be the upset 
of that assault and its painful result." 

Mrs. Granger was indeed considerably 
upset. Apart from the man's extraor- 
dinary physical beauty and the elegance 
of his address, considerations by which 
no woman could long remain absolutely 
unaffected, there was a contagious ex- 
citement or mesmerism in his manner 
which affected her strangely. 

At that moment her husband passed 
the window smoking his after-breakfast 
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cigar, and with a sigh of relief as of one 
released from a spell, she ran to the 
window and called to her husband to 
wait for her and she would join him in 
his walk. 

As Gilbert Monaghan opened the 
door for her, he said with a smile, " You 
are leaving me in order that I may read 
the newspaper ! I recognize the kind- 
ness more than I appreciate it. Still, it 
is necessary that I should glance at it to 
see what became of that man, and your 
way is the only one." 

This was said with a wonderful bright- 
ness and gayety of manner, but when he 
took up the paper and saw a certain 
heading on the second page, a dark 
scowl drove all the sunshine out of his 
face. This was what he saw — 

" SUPPOSED ATTEMPTED ROB- 
BERY AND MURDER. 

"Mysterious Affair. 

" A few minutes after the eight o'clock 
express from New York had passed 
through Crane's Village at midnight on 
Wednesday last an explosion on the line 
in front of the train caused the engineer 
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to slacken speed in order to ascertain 
whether the roadway was injured. No 
harm was found to have been done, but 
during the interval of reduced speed two 
men left the train hastily, one evidently 
in pursuit of the other. A desperate 
struggle ensued between these two men 
in an adjoining wood, and one left the 
other on the ground for dead. In con- 
sequence of the lateness of the hour and 
the isolation of the spot where the assault 
occurred the facts were not known — ex- 
cepting to one or two ignorant villagers 
— until late yesterday morning. The 
assailant escaped before the villagers 
could identify him. The wounded man, 
whose injuries were found to be serious 
but not necessarily fatal, was conveyed 
to the Anderson Hotel where his wounds 
were dressed by Dr. O'Neill. After giv- 
ing him a composing draught the doctor 
left, leaving directions that the injured 
man should on no account be disturbed. 
As a result of these directions the stran- 
ger's room was not visited until eleven 
o'clock the next morning, when it was 
discovered to be empty. Not only that, 
but it was found that the bed had never 
been slept in. It was supposed that 
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the injured man had some strong reasons 
for resuming his journey without direct- 
ing attention to his movements, but, in- 
asmuch as there was no complaint before 
the police, no further steps were taken in 
the matter until late yesterday evening 
when a telegram from the New York 
Police Department was sent to Superin- 
tendent Boyd requesting him to be on 
the lookout for a notorious criminal who 
was believed to have left for Chicago 
the previous evening by the eight o'clock 
express. 

The police were on hand to meet the 
New York express, but it is understood 
that they did not find the criminal In- 
quiries which they instituted, however, 
elicited full particulars of the two men 
who had left the train at Crane's Village, 
and the Pullman car porter was able to 
furnish them with a tolerably accurate 
description of the missing men. No par- 
ticulars of the description wired from 
New York could be obtained from Police 
headquarters, and at this late hour of 
writing we are unable to state whether 
either of the men engaged in the affray 
is identified as the man wanted in New 
York. 
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Later : An unverified rumor reaches 
us as we are going to press, that both 
the parties who left the train at Crane's 
Village are in the city, and that the 
police suspect that the man for whom 

they are on the lookout is also here." 

As Gilbert Monaghan read the article, 
his lips closed tighter and tighter, and 
his nostrils dilated with ill-suppressed 
excitement. 

" These d — d newspapers spoil every- 
thing," he muttered, 'in ill-restrained 
rage. 

For a while he stood with the same 
dark frown on his brow, drumming his 
fingers on the mantelpiece and then his 
face cleared, and he sat down at the 
writing-table. Seizing a sheet of note- 
paper he penned a few lines to Mr. 
Granger. 

" My dear Friend: — 

I have just had a message which 
compels me to change my plans. I can- 
not accompany you to Cheyenne as I 
had hoped, but I will meet you there at 
the Railway Hotel in three days. This 
will leave you a day to spare which you 
had better spend in Chicago, as it might 
arouse suspicions in the minds of certain 
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dangerous people if you were to arrive 
in Cheyenne without me. 

Present my regards to Mrs. Granger, 
and believe me, 

Faithfully your friend, 

Gilbert Monaghan." 
6 



\i 
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CHAPTER IV. 

JOHN GRANGER HAS SOME DOUBTS. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Granger returned 
to the hotel after their walk, they were 
very much surprised to find Mr. Mon- 
aghan's letter. " Whew ! " exclaimed the 
husband, " I feel I'm getting out of my 
depth, I really don't know what to make 
of that man." Then for the first time 
his wife told him of the wounded Dutch- 
man driving past, and the effect which 
it seemed to have upon Mr. Mona- 
ghan. 

** Why didn't you tell me of this be- 
fore, dear ? Good time is being, lost it 
seems to me ; " and then, after a few 
minutes' hesitation, he took a telegraph 
form out of the rack and directing it to 
the New York Superintendent of Police 
he requested him to send Sergeant 
O'Gorman (now of the detective force), 
and an additional detective to the Rail- 
way Hotel at Cheyenne, Wyoming, where 



DOLLARS RANSOM." 83 

he would find sealed instructions for 
further guidance. 

He was still in the throes of composi- 
tion when a sudden exclamation from 
his wife caused him to look up and in- 
quire what was the matter. 

" Listen, dear," she replied, somewhat 
breathlessly, and then she read him the 
full account of the murderous assault in 
which the Dutchman had been left for 
dead, etc. 

After finishing the account, she glanced 
at her husband, who sat staring stolidly 
in front of him, apparently lost in 
thought. 

" I found that paper lying on the 
lounge where Mr. Monaghan must have 
thrown it after reading it ; I wonder if 
that paragraph has an5^thing to do with 
his sudden departure — and, oh dear ! I 
wonder which of these two men is the 
villain — Mr. Monaghan or the Dutch- 
man ? " 

Her random talk seemed to suggest 
something to her husband, and taking 
up his pen he added to his telegram a 
request for a full description of the man 
concerning whom the New York super- 
intendent had telegraphed to the Chicago 
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police. Then, feeling some doubt as to 
whether the superintendent would act 
upon an unverified request of the kind, 
he re-wrote the telegram and sent it to 
his chief clerk ,whom he directed to go 
to the superintendent and explain what 
he wanted. 

" What puzzles me," Mrs Granger said 
presently, " is the ease with which that 
Dutchman with his wounded head es- 
caped the notice of the police. Is it 
possible that they know he is not the 
man they want ? " 

" Possibly he is in custody by this 
time," replied the husband ; ** he may 
even have been going to jail when you 
saw him in the carriage." 

" By the way, dear," presently inquired 
Mrs. Granger, " where are the $50,000 
in bank bills and the bank draft } " 

" Well," came the response, " I have 
not told you before because it seemed to 
me that it was, perhaps, better for you 
not to know ; but there seems so much 
that is strange and uncertain about the 
enterprise that I now think it is better 
that you should know everything. The 
cash and draft were handed by me to the 
Express Company in New York to be 
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-sent to Rawlins to be delivered there to 
myself only." 

" But I don't understand, — how will 
they know that you are the proper person 
to receive the money ? " 

" Well, I thought of that, too, so I had 
one of my cabinet photographs placed in 
the package, and I arranged with the 
fjcpress Company that under no circum- 
stances were the cash and draft to be 
given up, excepting to the original of the 
photograph and the receipt was to be 
signed in my handwriting, of which I also 
gave them a specimen." 

" That was very, very smart of my little 
husband," said his wife playfully patting 
him on the shoulder. I wonder whether 
Mr. Monaghan had any idea where the 
money was ? " 

" Time will show," replied the husband 
oracularly, then he told her the contents 
of the telegram which he had just sent 
off. 

" I shall wait very impatiently for that 
description," Mrs. Granger remarked. 
" I think that was a very brilliant idea of 
yours to ask for it." 

Notwithstanding the excitement and 
apprehension incidental to their situation. 
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Mr. and Mrs. Granger enjoyed the change 
of air and scene, and managed to pass a 
few pleasant hours in the windy city. 

When they returned from a long drive 
in the afternoon they were both some- 
what disappointed not to find a reply to 
the telegram sent to New York. " Peter 
is really very slow," Mr. Granger said to 
his wife ; " he is getting old." Peter 
was the manager of his business to whom 
the telegram had been sent. 

But it was not Peter's fault, as may be 
gathered from a conversation we are 
permitted to overhear as the couple were 
retiring at midnight after a visit to the 
theatre. 

" John," suddenly said Mrs. Granger 
in a solemn tone, "did it occur to 
you that this is a holiday in New York, 
and that your office is consequently 
closed ? " 

" Confound it ! " 

That was all the irate man said, but it 
was deemed comprehensive enough. He 
was a man of action, however, and in ten 
minutes the night operator received the 
following message ; *' Send particulars 
asked for in previous telegram to me at 
Railway Hotel, Cheyenne." 
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Then, having done all that could be 
done, he slept the sleep of the just 
alongside his faithful spouse. 
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CHAPTER V. 

CHECKMATE ! 

The following morning at eleven 
o'clock they took their seats on board a 
west-bound train to keep their appoint- 
ment with Mr. Monaghan, at Cheyenne. 

Among their fellow-passengers there 
was a western cattle-man who had been 
having a good time in Chicago after sell- 
ing his fat steers, and they found his 
conversation extremely entertaining, al- 
though it was as breezy and picturesque 
as his own plains. 

On the second afternoon, after they 
had exhausted the various subjects of 
conversation which occurred to them, and 
the ranchman had been buried in a 
newspaper for a while, he suddenly laid 
the paper down on his knee and, turning 
to Mr. Granger, said, in a tone loud 
enough for the whole car to hear, 
** Well now, here's something very odd. 
You probably saw an account in the 
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papers of a mysterious occurrence on a 
railway a couple of days ago, where two 
men got off the train when it was slow- 
ing up on account of an explosion. 

" One of these fellows was chasing the 
other, and when he caught up with him 
they had a fight and one of them was left 
for dead. He recovered, however, and it 
was supposed that one of these two men 
was a great criminal which the New York 
police telegraphed to Chicago about. 
He was wanted for some serious matter 
by the police. Well, both disappeared, 
and the papers were unable to find out 
which of the two men was supposed to 
be the criminal ; whether it was the 
Dutchman who, you will recollect, was 
half-killed, or the man who attacked 
him. 

"Well, that was as far as the last 
papers which I saw had got in the mat- 
ter. Now, however, it is stated that the 
Dutchman is believed to be the criminal 
which the police wanted, and the odd 
tiling which I wanted to call your atten- 
tion to is the fact that I saw a man 
answering that very description at the 
last station, with his head still wrapped 
up in a bandage." 
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" But why should he be such a stupid 
as to go about undisguised if he is really 
guilty ? " inquired Mrs. Granger. " I 
should think that his injuries must have 
driven him crazy ; he seemed a nice, 
decent kind of a man too, when we saw 
him on the train." 

" You saw him } " 

" O yes," was the reply, " he was in 
our car in coming from New York." 

"There is a good deal of mystery 
mixed up with these two men yet," re- 
marked Mr. Granger to his wife in a 
dissatisfied tone, after the ranchman 
had retired to the smoking-room. 

" Yes, dear, that is true, but do not 
forget that, so far as the police know, 
only one of them is a criminal, although 
our minds so fly from one to another as 
fresh things crop up that we are apt to 
think both are bad men." 

" Well, we shall know as soon as we 
reach Cheyenne," replied the husband^ 
" so it is idle to conjecture." 

At that moment the telegraph operator 
in the Railway Hotel at Cheyenne, a 
young lady of some personal attractions, 
was spelling out a New York message, 
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while an exceedingly handsome man was 
leaning idly on her desk listening to the 
tick, tick of her instrument. He had 
been an expert operator himself in by- 
gone years and every click of the instru- 
ment was known to him. Thus it came 
about that the monotonous noise of the 
instrument had a voice of its own to him. 

When the operator had copied the 
message he inquired if it was not for 
John Granger. She replied that it was, 
in a surprised tone. " How did you 
know ? " she asked. " Guessed it," an- 
swered the other. " He will be here in an 
hour or two and expects a dispatch. 
Shall I take it ? I have engaged rooms 
for him in the hotel here." 

" O certainly," replied the young 
lady. 

When John Granger opened the dis- 
patch at the hotel counter this is the 
message it contained. " The Dutchman 
is the man wanted. Other not known." 

" Are you not surprised ? " asked Mrs. 
Granger, as she read the telegram from 
New York which her husband handed 
her. 

" Well, I really don't know, " was the 
slow reply — "this whole business is so 
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Strange that I seem to have lost my bear- 
ings completely." 

"Who can the Dutchman be — and 
what can he want with us ? Do you 
think that after all he is following us to 
try and get possession of that $50,000 ? 
It was the wife who spoke — but her hus- 
band made no response. He was evi- 
dently lost in thought, for he stood gazing 
out of the hotel window in an absent- 
minded way. 

The window commanded a view of the 
railway platform and its motley crowd, 
which partook largely of the cowboy 
element. There they were, in all the 
barbaric glory which they as a class have 
copied from Old Mexico. The wide 
sombrero of fine material, with its heavy 
filagree silver-work, the embroidered 
jacket, the belt a perfect arsenal of fire- 
arms, the handsome, high-heeled and 
spurred boots. That was their holiday 
attire when they came in from their long 
isolation on the plains with money to 
spend and the determination to spend it 
royally. 

There were others there of the cowboy 
fraternity, or allied to it, who were not so 
well equipped. Men out of work, gam- 
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biers, rowdies with a reckless dare-devil 
look in their bold eyes — men to be 
bought for any enterprise for gold ; men 
in whose estimate human life was held 
very cheaply. 

Some of the worst of these went about 
with empty belts, their revolvers having 
been pledged at one or other of the 
various saloons for whisky. 

There was not a feeble hand or an un- 
trained eye in the crowd — and a single 
ambition survived among even the lowest 
of them — that they might die with their 
boots on. 

" How they swear — and how they ex- 
pectorate ! " murmured John Granger to 
himself. Then, as he caught sight of 
Gilbert Monaghan among the crowd, he 
moved instinctively behind the lace 
curtains so as not to be seen. 

Gilbert Monaghan, in going through 
the crowd, was accosted by a man who 
seemed to be the leader of a gang of 
cowboys which John Granger had seen 
walking up and down the platform and 
evidently keeping together. 

" I suppose he is making up his ranch 
outfit as they call it here," remarked John 
Granger, alluding to the leader. 
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The leader and Gilbert Monaghan 
appeared to have a good deal to say to 
each other, and they presently adjourned 
to the smoking room of the hotel for a 
less public chat. 

When John Granger turned from the 
window he was surprised to find that his 
wife had left the room. 

At that moment Mrs. Granger was 
handing to the telegraph operator a dis- 
patch for New York — and this is what it 
said : " Please repeat your last mes- 
sage ; it is not clear. John Granger." 

" My dear Mrs. Granger, how do you 
do?" Mrs. Granger was considerably 
startled at being accosted, and when she 
recognized the gentleman who addressed 
her as Gilbert Monaghan she blushed 
a beautiful rosy red. Why did she red- 
den in that way, does the reader ask ? 
Well, we know her well enough now 
to be quite certain that it was no un- 
wifely thought that impelled the foolish 
blood to her cheeks. 

" I hope you were not fatigued with 
the journey, my dear madam," cooed her 
handsome companion. " Is there any- 
thing I can do for you.^ I do not 
know this city very well, but I have 
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been here before and know something 
of it." 

" Oh, no, thank you, I was merely 
sending off an unimportant message. 
Won't you go upstairs and see Mr. Gran- 
ger ? He is quite alone" 

" Thank you so much, " Gilbert Mon- 
aghan murmured in reply — the soft ca- 
dence of his words implying that he saw 
in her extremely ordinary remark evi- 
dences of the kindliest thoughtfulness 
and sympathy for him, and a whole world 
of consideration. 

" I have," he replied, " very unfortu- 
nately, some few business details of my 
own to see to here, which will occupy me 
the greater part of the day, but I will 
hurry through with these so that I may 
have two or three hours with you this 
evening before we start." 

His caressing eye emphasized every 
word he uttered, and the words them- 
selves were dulcet with the music of his 
voice. 

" Everything this man does, " Mrs. 
Granger said to herself with indignant 
protest, " is like a declaration of love " — 
then rising to the occasion she smiled 
back in return and said, " I shall be busy 
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all the evening, but come and bear my 
husband company." 

Would it have surprised Mrs. Granger 
if she had seen the frown which distorted 
Mr. Monaghan's face, made behind his 
handkerchief, when he heard her sugges- 
tion that he should come and bear her 
husband company while she was away > 

While they were still speaking the 
ranchman whom Mr. and Mrs. Granger 
had met on the train approached and 
bowed courteously to the lady, who there- 
upon took the opportunity of the interrup- 
tion to retire. 

" Miss Donovan," said Gilbert Mona- 
ghan to the telegraph operator after Mrs. 
Granger had left. " Please keep any 
telegram which arrives for Mr. or Mrs, 
Granger; I shall be out and in all the 
time and would like to deliver the 
telegram as an excuse for visiting that 
very charming lady," saying which, he 
smiled at the operator, who informed 
him that she thought him a dreadful 
flirt. 

" Oh no," he remonstrated, " I could 
never flirt with a lady who is as cold 
and stiff as she is; I like a warm- 
blooded, sympathetic, responsive woman 
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like, — like " then with his sentence 

unfinished except for a very expressive 
glance, he turned away leaving the im- 
pressionable young lady all in a flutter. 

" That young man makes hay while 
the sun shines," the ranchman remarked 
to himself," but I would have thought 
that particular kind was scarcely what 
he wanted : still she is a telegraph oper- 
ator, and that may lend some piquancy 
to the sport." Then he lit a cigar and 
strolled into the smoking-room where 
Gilbert Monaghan and the cowboy 
leader were deep in conversation by the 
window. 

Apparently, he did not wish to disturb 
the conversation, for he drifted out in a 
listless way, and sat down on the form 
outside the open smoking-room window 
by which the other two were talking. 
Looking at him one would have said 
that he was three parts asleep as he sat 
low on his seat with his stout legs sprawl- 
ing in front and his wide-awake hat 
tipped forward on his nose. 

Still that he was not altogether asleep 
was apparent from the string of smoke 
which trailed upwards from his cigar, 
and also from the fact that novj axvd 
7 
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again he made a note in a small memo- 
randum book which he carried. Indeed 
the eye which fell on the note-book was 
an extraordinarily bright and vigilant 
one. 

" Reckoning up your profits, Boss ? " 
enquired a cowboy who dropped on to 
the seat beside him. 

" No, I feel awful bad ; I think I've 
caught smallpox. Have just found out 
that I travelled with a fellow three hun- 
dred miles who had it." 

" Jimminey ! " you don't say so," re- 
plied the other in a startled way. 
**Well, I guess I'll make tracks," and 
he did so, to the nearest public house to 
drown the smallpox microbe in the 
worst whisky to be obtained for love or 
money. 

There was a twinkle in the other's 
€yes as he noticed the cowboy's hurried 
departure, then he devoted his attention 
afresh to his note book. He must have 
been very much preoccupied for as the 
cowboy leader came outside he inadver- 
tently thrust his feet in front of him so 
that he stumbled. 

"D n you, why can't you keep 

your feet where they belong ! " began 
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the Other furiously, raising his right 
foot to kick the other's legs out of the 
way. 

" Bud, I'll kill you where you stand if 
you but touch those feet of mine," 
drawled the ranchman's voice. The 
tone as well as the words pulled the 
other man up sharp. " Who are you ? " 
he demanded with much lingual em- 
broidery, and laying his hand on his 
revolver. 

In reply, the other rose quietly, un- 
hurriedly, to his feet, never taking his eye 
off his interrogator. 

" Who am I ? well never mind that for 
the moment, but let me tell these gentle- 
men who you are. You are Yellow Bur- 
dock of Blackrock Canon, murderer of 
women and children, and horse-thief 
from way-back ! " 

As he spoke, a deadly gleam came into 
the other's eyes, and his hand suddenly 
closed on the revolver in his belt. A 
single turn of the wrist and the audacious 
individual in front of him would have 
** passed in his checks," but quick as was 
his movement the other's was quicker, 
and before he could even turn his 
weapon a hand shot like a flash to the 
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other's breast and Bud found himself 
looking down a pistol barrel. 

" Hands up, you skunk ! " thundered 
the other's voice, and in prompt com- 
pliance two empty hands were held up. 

"Great Jupiter!" exclaimed a cow- 
boy, " that was the quickest draw I ever 
saw." And the remark voiced the senti- 
ments of all present. 

" Who is the fellow, anyway ? '' he 
continued ; " he must be somebody^ for no 
man could be as quick as that with his 
gun and not have a record." 

" It would serve you right," said the 
rancher in a cold, drawling note, address- 
ing the man at the point of his pistol^ 
" if I asked these fellows to kick you out 
of town ; but I will give you fifteen 
minutes in which to leave. If I find you 
here after that I will shoot you at sight. 
Now, go ! " 

The other man answered nothing, but 
his eyes were filled with rage and hate 
unspeakable. Then a change came into 
them as they caught the gaze of Gilbert 
Monaghan, and simply saying to the 
rancher, " You and I will meet again," 
he turned on his heel and left the crowd. 

*'Yes, my friend, and it will be 
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the last time you will ever meet anybody 
on earth." That was the rancher's reply, 
and it was said in a tone of such con- 
fidence as carried a feeling of conviction 
to all who heard it. 

Gilbert Monaghan entered the hotel, 
and as he passed the telegraph office he 
called to the operator with a brilliant 
smile, "Dinna forget," at which the 
young lady tossed her head. 

Two hours later, however, she handed 
him a dispatch saying, " There's the tele- 
gram you want to deliver." He took it 
up airily, and ascended the stairs with it 
in his hands. In about ten minutes he 
returned with it, and handed it back to 
the operator, explaining that he could 
not find the lady, and he thought that 
after all she would see through his little 
scheme, and so she (the operator) had 
better deliver it in the usual way. 

" I think so too," the young lady re- 
plied, " and as the envelope looks crum- 
pled I'll make out a fresh one." 

" Nothing of the kind," he answered 
brusquely; "then noticing the glance 
of indignant surprise in the operator's 
eyes at the sharpness of his tone, he 
said, " Pardon me, — indeed I only 
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meant to save you extra trouble for I 
hate to see a beautiful lady like you 
slaving needlessly for one who does not 
appreciate it." 

The young lady did not insist upon 
putting the dispatch in a fresh envelope, 
and when Gilbert Monaghan had seen it 
safe in the bell-boy's hand for delivery 
he wiped the perspiration from his fore- 
head, muttering to himself about the 
extreme heat of the weather. 

Mr. and Mrs. Granger had gone out 
for a short walk to see the town. As 
they had left by the side door Gilbert 
Monaghan had not seen their depart- 
ure. 

The extreme rarity of the air at that 
altitude of 6,000 feet did not favor much 
exertion, so their walk was not a very 
extended one. 

"I will join you upstairs in a few 
minutes," Mrs. Granger explained to her 
husband as she moved in the direction 
of the telegraph office. " I wish to make 
an inquiry." 

In reply to her question, the operator 
said that a message had been received 
only a short time ago, and had been 
sent up to her room ; but as she had ap- 
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parently been out, in all probability the 
hotel clerk had it now. 

When Mrs. Granger opened the tele- 
gram and read it, she felt that her in- 
tuition was not very reliable. This is 
what the second telegram said : 

" The Dutchman who was wounded in 
the affray is the man the police are after. 
They do not know the other man at all. 
Dutchman thought to be following your 
husband." 



(( 
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CHAPTER VI. 

**TO THE FAIREST LADY IN CHRISTEN- 
DOM ! " 

Mrs. Granger shook her pretty head 
and gave up in despair the problem of 
the Dutchman. " But," she murmured 
to herself, " it seems certain that I have 
done Gilbert Monaghan a gross injus- 
tice, and I must try and make up for my 
suspicions in some other way. I think 
it would be a good idea to get John to 
ask him to dinner." 

And, on hospitable thoughts intent, 
Mrs. Granger carried her graceful self 
upstairs. 

" I cannot understand why that woman 
affects me so," muttered Gilbert Mona- 
ghan to himself as he viewed her re- 
treating form from a secluded position. 
" Great Heavens ! what a figure she 
has ! Every movement of it is a stanza, 
and herself the most beautifully rounded- 
out poem in the world. Why does Provi- 
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dence allow so lovely a woman to be 
thrown away on so stupid and com- 
monplace a man ? With that woman 
for my wife I might have soared to 
heights unknown, for her beauty would 
have satisfied me, and I would have 
had time to follow some lofty ambition 
instead of roaming from flower to flower 
like a roving drone. 

" Her expression changes with every 
sentence she utters. She will remain 
beautiful all her life ; she is like Cleopa- 
tra : * Time cannot wither, nor custom 
stale, her infinite variety.' I wonder 
how old she is — thirty, perhaps, just en- 
tering woman's glorious prime. I have 
no time or taste for bread-and-butter 
misses. I would say she is just enter- 
ing her sixth lustrum. Gilbert Mona- 
ghan, you have broken many hearts, but 
this one is the avenger of her sex." 

A heavy frown crossed his forehead, 
then he stepped to the hotel bar, and 
poured out a libation to the goddess of 
his heart. 

"Who knows what the future may 
have in store for me," he said to him- 
self, " she may be mine after all. Much 
may happen within a week — aye evea 
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less than that. There is hazard in this 
enterprise, but there is more than that. 
Waiter, another glass 1 Here's good- 
luck to the drinker." 

During the conversation Gilbert Mon- 
aghan took an opportunity of remind- 
ing Mr. Granger that they would reach 
Rawlins the following morning, and he 
delicately hinted that he would like to 
know as to what arrangements he had 
made for handing over the money. 

"You will pardon me for being tlie 
one to bring this matter up, but I have left 
it unbroached as long as it was safe to 
do so, in view of the tremendous 
penalty which will be exacted if there 
is any hitch in handing over the cash, 
and the more I see of Mrs. Granger," he 
added respectfully, " the more anxious I 
feel for a successful issue out of this 
affair, for I think it would break her 
heart should anything happen to her 
brother, and you can imagine, from the 
specimens of the wild creatures you 
have seen about this town, how little 
they would be likely to stand upon 
trifles if they thought they were being 
fooled with." 

For the space of half a minute John 
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Granger toyed with his dessert-knife be- 
fore replying, then he spoke very slowly : 
" Mr. Monaghan, you must confess that 
in bringing a large sum of money like 
$50,000, into this wild section of the 
country, I, as a careful business man, 
would be likely to take every ordinary 
precaution, more especially seeing that 
any accident to that money would result 
in the loss of ray brother-in-law^s life. I 
have taken such precautions, and I prom- 
ise you that the money will be forthcom- 
ing at Rawlins to-morrow." 

" All right, sir, say not another word," 
replied Gilbert Monaghan with clearing 
brow. " I perceive that you fully realize 
the gravity of the situation and that you 
are prepared. I am proud to be of assist- 
ance to so prudent a man and so noble 
a lady, and to toast " the fairest lady in 
Christendom and the best wife," and he 
raised his glass. 

" Nay, wait a minute, and I will enlarge 
that toast," interrupted the other, "al- 
though I hate to drink it in such wine." 
Here's to the fairest lady in Christen- 
dom — long life and good fortune, and 
swift confusion to her enemies." 

The other filled his glass and raised it 

M 
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to his lips, and then he was suddenly 
seized with a fit of coughing which shook 
him so that his wine was spilled over the 
carpet. 

* Bad omen ! " remarked John Granger 

when his guest regained his composure, 

but he treated the matter lightly enough 

when the other explained that a crumb 

must have got down the wrong way. 

" Take a fresh cigar," advised the host, 
** and let us arrange all the details of our 
trip from Rawlins." 

"What time shall we arrive there?" 
began John Granger. 

" About seven o'clock in the morning." 

" How soon shall we start for the ren- 
dezvous ? " 

" As soon as we can arrange matters ; 
there will be saddle-horses and an ambu- 
lance ready for us, also a couple of spare 
mules as the road is heavy and rough. 
We shall have to camp out for one night 
before we reach the place where Mrs. 
Granger's brother is, and we shall reach 
our destination on the very day that the 
time is up. I am truly sorry that your 
brother-in-law should be kept so long in 
suspense, but there has been no help for 
it." 
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" Yes, poor fellow, he must have had 
a terrible time of it as the days went by 
one by one and no help came ; just think 
what his feelings must be when he 
awakes the last morning and finds no 
one in sight. Small blame to him if he 
thinks that all the world has forsaken 
him." 

There were, after all, only a few things 
which it was possible to do to expedite 
matters, and the two men parted cor- 
dially after they had smoked their cigars ; 
John Granger to follow his better-half to 
their sleeping apartment, Gilbert Mon- 
aghan to wrap himself up in a coat and 
hat which effectually disguised him, and 
to walk at a swift pace through the 
streets, until he came to a small cottage 
on the outskirts of the town. 

There he found a solitary cowboy of 
whom he made the brief interrogation, 
" Well ? " 

" Bud and the boys left by the seven 
o'clock, train," was the reply. 

" Very good, we leave by the eleven 
o'clock there is time enough. Need 
any money ? " 

"No, I think not," was the reply, 
" I've got enough." 
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When Gilbert Monaghan left he wore 
an anxious look on his handsome face» 
" It is a large sum of money," he said to 
himself, " I hope we shall be able to 
arrange things without any hitch." Then 
his thoughts flew back to the woman 
whose image deepening in intensity day 
by day had driven every other out of his 
heart, and his eyes glistened and his 
breast heaved at the rapturous hopes 
which his imagination pictured. 

" Oh ! if it only could be so 1 " he ex- 
claimed aloud, and his step grew buoy- 
ant under the inspiration, " and why 
not ? Great Heavens ! has a woman like 
that to be thrown away upon a senseless 
piece of clay like John Granger ! The 
gods forbid 1 We are made for each 
other. 

" A sunny clime and a far-off land with 
the woman I love — what a dream ! " and 
he stretched out his strong arms as if 
their prize was already within their 
reach. " I suppose the wiseacres would 
remind me at this point that * there's 
many a slip 'twixt the cup and the lip " 
but for all that, there are more sips than 
slips." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" SHE IS HARDER THAN ADAMANT." 

The journey to Rawlins was devoid 
of incident as there was no one but 
themselves in the car, with the exception 
of an English earl who was traveling to 
the happy hunting-grounds of the Wind 
River Mountains, and who fussed around 
a good deal with his valet before settling 
himself for the night. 

Gilbert Monaghan was even more 
brilliant than usual, but although Mrs. 
Granger could not entirely resist the 
man's magnetism, and felt, like every 
one else, the charm of his manner, some 
instinct within her warned her, and, al- 
though her smile was genial and kindly 
in the extreme, Monaghan's searching 
gaze — in spite of his egotism — could de- 
tect no particle of sentiment in it. 

"She is harder than adamant," he 
said, under his mustache, "but I will 
win her, if my soul itself is the price." 

No sign of the furious passion an 
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disappointment raging in his heart was 

visible when he bade the two good-night, 

and yet so fierce was his madness that, 

had he lost command of himself for a 

moment, he would have snarled in John 

Granger's face like a wolf, when he shook 

that worthy's hand with so much impresse- 
ment 

Sleep was out of the question for him 
for an hour or two, he had said to Mrs. 
Granger with a gentle sigh, but he would 
try a cigar or perhaps two before he 
turned in, and possibly that would soothe 
his nerves. 

As he passed the Englishman on his 
way to the smoking-room, the latter 
asked him a few questions about the 
country, and particularly as to the best 
way to reach the Wind River Mountains, 
north of the Sweetwater Valley. 

" Are you going to any particular part 
of the mountains ? " inquired Mr. Mona- 
ghan. 

" No ; I thought of engaging some one 
at Rawlins to act as guide. I under- 
stand that is the best station from which 
to reach that part. My friend, Lord 
Drumbleton, who was here last year, told 
me that was what he did." 
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" Ah ! I recollect him," said the other 
with awakening interest, " he is a very 
wealthy man, is he not ? " 

"Well, I don't know," replied the 
other somewhat stiffly, " it all depends 
upon what you call * wealth.' His 
estates parallel mine for several miles in 
Derbyshire, and I should think his in- 
come would probably be fifty thousand 
a year." 

" Dollars ? " inquired the other. 

" O no," replied the other, yawning, 
** pounds sterling." 

"I am going to have a cigar in the 
smoking-room, will you join me ? " in- 
quired Monaghan. " I can probably give 
you some points of advantage in your 
hunting trip." 

The earl instantly and, to all appear- 
ance, gladly, complied with the sugges- 
tion. 

When they parted for the night it was 
with the understanding that the English- 
man should form one of their party out 
from Rawlins the following day. " It 
will be more pleasant for all of us," Mr. 
Monaghan had said, and the Englishman 
had bowed courteously by way of ac- 
knowledgment, with the remark that h&^ 

IT 
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appreciated the offer which the other sa 
kindly made. 

" By the way, I forgot to ask his name," 
suddenly reflected Gilbert Monaghan. 

At that moment, however, the valet 

passed the smoking-room door, having 

been sent for by the Englishman, and, 

in answer to Monaghan's inquiry, he 

said that his master was the Earl of 

Osborne. 

" Rich, I suppose, like all you English 

fellows ? " inquired Monaghan. 

Oh!" said the valet, elongating his 
mouth and casting up his eyes as if to 
emphasize the stupendousness of his 
wealth. 

Mr. Monaghan smiled, in the pleasant, 
self-satisfied way peculiar to a man who 
has known it was so all along, and has 
just had his judgment confirmed. 

It was with a light heart that he re- 
tired to his berth. " If my plans don't 
fail me," he said, " I shall gain my ob- 
ject without any doubt whatever." Then 
his beautiful head sunk on the pillow, 
and in a few minutes he was in the 
land of dreams — pleasant dreams too, if 
the expression on his face was a fair 
criterion. 
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As the English valet was laying out 
a change of linen for his master, the lat- 
ter asked him whether he had noticed 
the handsome passenger as he came 
through the car. 

" Yes, sir — me Lord, I mean, — and he 
asked me what your name was." 

" Anything else ? " inquired the other. 

" Yes, sir — whether you were rich, and 
I gave him to understand that you 



were." 



"The vulgar curiosity of these Yan- 
kees, Robert, is very deplorable, but you 
answered very properly, I am exceed- 
ingly pleased with you, you will make 
an excellent valet in time — in time, I 
said, Robert." 

" Yes, me Lord," acknowledged Rob- 
bert, bowing very deeply. 

As his lordship closed the curtains a 
low — a very low — chuckle might have 
been heard. As noble lords never do 
so plebeian a thing it could not have been 
he, and yet Robert's face was stolid as 
that of a sphinx when he walked down 
the passage between the curtained berths. 

Could it have come from the smoking- 
room where Mr. Monaghan still was — 
or could it have been a spook uttera 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE EXPRESS COMPANY'S AGENT IS SUS- 
PICIOUS. 

When the party reached Rawlins 
the following morning all were ready for 
breakfast and did good justice to the 
very homely fare which awaited them. 
Although it was midsummer the morn- 
ing air was crisp and almost chilly in 
that high altitude. The thin summer 
clothes of the majority of the travelers 
put them at a disadvantage, and the 
English nobleman, whose heavy tweed 
clothes and knickerbockers had raised 
many a covert smile on the way, shone 
to advantage. 

All was bustle and activity preparing 
for the journey up country by wagon, or 
ambulance as it was called. A stout 
vehicle with four mules attached, and 
two behind as a fresh relay, stood op- 
posite the principal grocery-store taking 
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in provisions, while the driver was look- 
ing carefully to his harness. 

The ranch-owner, who cowed the horse 
thief " Bud," stood lounging at his ease 
against the hotel veranda smoking his 
morning cigar. 

" Good-morning, sir," he shouted to the 
Englishman who stood a few yards away> 
apparently in some uncertainty what to 
do next. 

" Good-morning." returned the other, 
" Can you direct me to the express 
office ? " 

" Surely," replied the other, " and 1*11 
do better than that, I'll take you to it, as 
it is rather difficult to find — no, it is no 
trouble," he continued, replying to the 
other's protest, " I was just starting for it 
myself, anyway." 

On the way to the express office the 
ranchman inquired if the Englishman 
was on the look-out for a cattle-ranch, 
and he confided to him that he had 
a lovely ranch up on the Sweetwater 
with a thousand acres of meadow in a 
ringfence and range-rights over half 
a million acres. " Plenty of water and 
shelter," he went on, "and as warm 
as a stove in winter. I haven't lost 
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fifty cattle in the winter-time in five 
years. 

" The boys would have * jumped ' my 
claim long ago, but for a reputation 
which I have for quick shooting, but it 
has been mine so long that no one would 
interfere with a buyer now, even if he 
couldn't shoot at all," 

" Oh, I could hire a man who didn't 
mind being shot at," replied the English- 
man placidly. " It only means a few dol- 
lars a month extra. I recollect that my 
uncle who had a large estate in Ireland 
was bored to death by his factor writing 
him saying that the tenants were threaten- 
ing to shoot him if he tried to collect his 
rents. At first my uncle paid no atten- 
tion to their letters, but at last he dis- 
missed the subject for good by writing 
his agent a letter which always seemed 
to me to be very much to the point. It 
v/as commented upon a good deal at the 
time, I recollect, and some of the lower 
orders thought it was selfish and wanted 
to abolish the House of Lords on the 
strength of it — such demmed nonsense, 
don't you know, but what can you expect 
from the * great unwashed' as we term 
them in England." 
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" Do you recall what he said ? " in- 
quired the other quietly. 

"O yes," the noble lord answered. 
**My uncle just wrote and said this — 

Sir : Your various letters are to hand, 
and, in reply — and I may add, once for 
all — tell my tenants that no threats to 
murder you will intimidate me,** 



"It always seemed to me that that 
letter was as near perfection as possible, 
but then few people knew how to keep the 
lower orders in their place as well as my 
uncle did." 

" Well, excuse my curiosity," returned 
the other," but what was the upshot of 
the matter ? " 

" Oh, well," the factor — poor devil — 
was killed trying to eject a man for non- 
payment of his rent. It cost my uncle 
quite a good deal of worry, because, 
don't you know, the factor's wife wanted 
a pension and money for the funeral and 
a lot of other things, but, as my uncle 
rightly held that he payed an extra 
wage just to cover that risk, he could not 
be expected to pay twice over for the 
same thing." 



120 "FIFTY THOUSAND 

" That was very well put," remarked 
the ranchman politely. 

" Well, now, I think so too," replied the 
delighted Englishman, " when you pay a 
man five pounds a month that ought to 
end all responsibility. Am I not right ? " 

" Your uncle must have been a great 
man," continued the ranchman musingly. 

" Indeed, he was," was the quick re- 
sponse. 

" Are there many like him left ? ** re- 
sumed the other. 

" No, I am sorry to say the good old 
race is deteriorating, chiefly because so 
many of our nobility are currying favor 
with the mob. It doesn't do. You will 
recollect the old proverb : — 

" * If you gentiy touch the nettle, 
Lo; it stings ' ou for your pains ; 

Grasp it like a .uon of mettle 
And it soft as silk remains.* 

" These lines apply with special force 
to the treatment of the lower orders. If 
you toy with them, or pamper them in 
any way you will surely suffer for it. 
You had better " monkey with a buzz- 
saw." The tone of voice in which the 
last sentence was uttered was so gruff 
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and American that the ranchman's 
cigar dropped from his fingers, and he 
looked in astonishment at the other's 
countenance. 

The peer was wiping his mustache 
with a perfumed hankerchief, and notic- 
ing the other's look of surprise he ex- 
plained that he had heard that remark 
made by an American on the stage and 
it struck him as being so forcible an il- 
lustration that he had endeavored to re- 
call it and to imitate the tone of voice 
in which it was uttered. " I was at one 
time," he observed," quite a mimic, and 
I want to carry back a few American- 
isms with me to amuse my friends." 

" Ah ! indeed ! " remarked the ranch- 
man. That was all he found time to say, 
for they were now enteu..^ the express 
office, a frame-house with no special 
pretensions to safety beyond an exceed- 
ingly strong-looking safe connected by 
wire with the police-office, so that any 
tampering with the lock out of hours 
would be notified at once. 

The safe and the iron-jaw and formi- 
dable eye of the man in charge were all 
that impressed the visitor that it would 
be well not to meddle with that concern. 
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John Granger had completed his iden- 
tification to the satisfaction of the express 
agent some time previously, and the 
$50,000 of bank bills and the bankers, 
draft for $ 25,000, additional, were now 
locked up in a small portable safe, 
securely fastened to the bottom of the 
ambulance. 

The express agent had tried very 
hard to extract from John Granger the 
purpose for which the money was needed 
and where it was to be delivered, but, 
acting upon the advice urged upon him 
again and again by Monaghan, he had 
refused any information upon the subject 
beyond stating that it was to be paid over 
for some valuable property at a place 
two days* journey to the north. 

The agent points out with considera- 
ble emphasis the lawless character of 
both the country through which he was 
about to pass and many of the people 
occupying it, but the other only smiled 
and said he must take what risks there 
were. 

" All right," answered the other. " A 
willful man must have his way." and that 
terminated the interview. 

Still the agent deemed it his duty to 
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call up the police-office on his telephone 
and request the attendance of an officer, 
to whom, when arrived, he detailed all 
the circumstances. 

" I will have a look round among these 
people," promised the officer, " and see 
whether I know any of them." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

ON THE PLAINS. 

Gilbert Monaghan's face bore a look 
of anxiety all the morning, but he bright- 
ened up amazingly when he announced all 
in readiness and the driver cracked his 
whip over the heads of the four mules. 

There was only one small cloud on his 
horizon now, and that was the presence 
of the ranchman, who rode out of Raw- 
lins deep in conversation with the Eng- 
lishman. " Still, I guess he will radiate 
off on one or other of the cross trails 
before the day is over, and even if he 
should not it does not matter.'* Then he 
spurred his horse alongside that of Mrs. 
Granger and explained to her the peculi- 
arities of the surrounding country. 

" I am very impatient to see my 
brother," the lady remarked, " and I feel 
low this morning from a presentiment of 
trouble ahead. I am glad to think that 
you, who know all about the people we 
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are going to meet, should feel so gay and 
Jight-hearted. It is a great encourage- 
ment to my husband and myself." 

At this juncture the Englishman and 
the rancher rode past on the hard red 
road, and Monaghan smiled as they over- 
heard the Englishman ask if they would 
not see some buffaloes soon." 

" He is very, very green, like so many 
of his countrymen," remarked Monaghan 
gently to his companion, with a smile in 
his eyes. 

All the lowering look had gone out of 
his face now and every nerve was strung 
to the highest pitch. As he sat on his 
horse he seemed, centaur-like, part of 
the animal itself, so gracefully and 
naturally did his movements respond to 
those of the steed. 

To John Granger, who rode stolidly by 
his wife, the extraordinary excitement of 
the man was but dimly apparent. His 
mind was occupied on different matters. 
Perhaps it was that coming events cast 
their shadows before ; at all events, not 
even the bright sunshine and the bracing 
air could rouse him out of a feeling of 
depression. The country too looked 
bleak and inhospitable — the blood-red 
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roads leading to the dye-clay pits, the 
scanty vegetation, with here and there a 
stunted skeleton tree, these doubtless 
affected him, although he was not easily 
depressed by his surroundings. 

By and by the road grew heavy with 
deep alkali sand, through which the 
horses plowed their way wearily, and 
every few hours delay occurred while the 
wheels were removed and the sand 
scraped from the axle boxes. 

They stopped for luncheon at the road- 
side house or ranch called Slaney's Nest. 
There they recruited themselves for 
awhile, and the gentlemen of the party 
washed some of the alkali out of their 
eyes at the stream, and subsequently out 
of their mouths by bottled beer which 
the landlord provided at an improved 
cost. 

While the others were thus engaged, 
Gilbert Monaghan inquired of the land- 
lord in a low tone whether any one had 
passed northward that morning. The 
reply was in the affirmative, and a look 
of relief came into the inquirer's eyes. 

"Black Willow, the Indian runner, is 
outside — he will take you to the place," 
supplemented the landlord, and Men- 
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aghan went outside to have a little con- 
versation with an Indian whom he had 
observed sitting at the doorway as they 
rode up. 

In a few minutes the whole of the party 
was on horseback again with the excep- 
tion of Mrs. Granger, who elected to 
travel in the ambulance, where an easy 
chair had been provided her. She found 
the exertion less, and moreover the 
curtains shielded her face from the sun, 
whose powerful rays, combined with the 
driving sand, were already coloring the 
men's faces to a genial red. 

In the course of the afternoon they 
rested awhile to make some coffee and 
refresh themselves before undertaking 
the last fifteen miles of their day's 
journey. 

The men had soon a bright fire blaz- 
ing and the smell of the dry sage-brush 
as it burned was aromatic in the extreme. 
To Gilbert Monaghan every incident of 
the hour was useful as a means of some 
new service to Mrs. Granger. With 
what tender solicitude he selected the 
softest and most sheltered seat, and 
pressed the most delicate viands upon 
her, for the ambulance proved to be rich 
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beyond imagination in all the canned 
delicacies of the world. 

All were talkative — all were smiling — 
excepting Black Willow, who sat as if 
cast in bronze, scanning with his eagle 
eye the distant hills. 

" Poor devil ! " remarked the rancher 
to the Englishman, " he is pondering the 
change which has come over things. Ten 
years ago all this country belonged to 
his tribe, and this fire would have cost 
us our scalps inside of an hour, and now 
he is sent as guide for a band of hated 
pale-faces whom he used to hunt, toma- 
hawk in hand, less than a decade ago. 

" There is hardly an acre of the soil that 
is not dyed with the blood of the white 
man and the red, for the Indians fought 
every step as they were beaten back, and 
there was scarce a tomahawk in the tribe 
but had been fleshed in a white man be- 
fore they beat a final retreat." 

" Yes, as you say, they did some awful 
things, but by Jingo, they had some 
awful provocation. When the final 
books come to be open, and each item 
has been set down, I think I would 
rather be on the red man's side of the 
ledger, than the white man's." 
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The conversation lagged for awhile 
and the members of the party seemed to 
be growing drowsy, so order was given 
to mount and the party resumed its 
journey. 

" I never dreamed that there was so 
little game," the Englishman remarked 
to the rancher, and then his hopes were 
encouraged by the sight of a magnifi- 
cent pair of antlers over the brow of 
the adjoining hillock. "What kind of 
deer was that ? " inquired the English- 
man, as the antlers sank from sight. 

" An elk," answered the rancher. 

As night drew near, they quickened 
their steps, and just as a deep shade was 
setting over the valley, they rode up to a 
ranch called " Windycamp." 

A supper of broiled elk and onion sauce 
was soon prepared, and with this and 
potatoes as a background and their own 
delicacies to augment the meal,each mem- 
ber of the party did full justice to the 
appetite with which a beneficent Provid- 
ence had endowed him. After supper the 
men settled themselves around the stove, 
which was an acquisition not to be de- 
spised even in midsummer, and lit their 
cigars, but before the first was finished 
9 



130 "FIFTY THOUSAND 

each felt drowsy, and all presently made 
a move for their couches. 

As the space was limited, John Granger 
and his wife slept in the ample caravan- 
like ambulance, and Monaghan, the 
rancher and the Englishman kept watch 
by turns — and watched well, for all knew 
there was treasure in the iron safe in the 
ambulance, although no one, excepting 
Mr. Granger and his wife and Mr. 
Monaghan, had any idea of the amount. 

After they had fastened the curtains of 
the ambulance tightly for the night, 
John Granger took out his two revolvers 
and replaced the old cartridges with 
new ones. That being done he placed 
the revolvers where he could reach them 
at a moment's notice. 

" You don't think there is any real 
danger, dear, do you?" said his wife 
when she saw his warlike preparations. 

" No, dear, not at all, but you know 
the old adage * in time of peace prepare 
for war,' I am in hopes that by to- 
morrow night all this miserable anxiety 
will be at an end, and we shall be arrang- 
ing to start for home with your brother 
the following morning. I think the 
change thus far is not so bad, but a 



DOLLARS RANSOM. I3I 

little — a very little — of this country goes 
a long way with me, and I am fully 
satisfied with what I have seen of it." 

" So am I, dear ; I am stiff and sore 
with traveling, and feel that I have had 
all the holiday I want if this is the way I 
have to take it." 

" Can you imagine a man — a noble- 
man too — like that Englishman, leaving 
a comfortable home behind him, as if it 
was infested with the plague, crossing the 
ocean at much discomfort, and coming 
out to spend a couple of months in this 
wilderness for the supreme joy of killing 
things and going home and saying that 
he had done so ? " 

" Indeed I cannot understand it, John, 
but even although it looks crazy, I must 
say that I like him and his craze better 
than I like those disgusting fin-de-sihle 
young men who parade New York and 
haven't manhood enough to hold even a 
decent vice." 

" Very true, my darling, but in spite of 
this manliness which you admire so 
much, this Englishman is rather a 
pampered individual too. Just fancy 
this noble lord bringing his valet all the 
way out here ! It is highly amusing too, 
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for this man of his — Perkins by name — 
hasn't got in yet, and his master is fuming 
and swearing because he isn't on hand 
to help him put the studs in to-morrow's 
shirt or something of the kind." 

" Why, what can have happened to 
the man ? " inquired Mrs. Granger some- 
what distressed. " I should think it was 
no joke being left out on the wild prairie 
all night without shelter or food." 



t^ 
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CHAPTER X. 

AN INDIAN DUEL. 

The settler who had originally located 
the ranch of Windycamp was an old sol- 
dier, and his choice of this spot for his 
house showed that he had benefited by 
his military experience. The wide and 
perfectly level valley which the traveler 
had hitherto crossed was a plain fully 
thirty miles across, sheltered by a parallel 
range of mountains. At the point where 
Windycamp was situated a spur of the 
Rocky Mountains stretched across the 
plain, leaving only space enough for a 
trail between its foothills. 

This trail, or more properly speaking, 
** pass," was about one hundred feet wide, 
and for its full length of a mile it was 
flanked by precipitous walls of rock where 
not even the sure-footed mountain-sheep 
dared venture. 

The northern end of the pass debouched 
upon a small circular valley or meadow 
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perhaps one hundred acres in extent, 
and this valley was sheltered by the 
same precipitous formation which char- 
acterized the pass, excepting on the 
extreme north where the Sweetwater 
River guarded it against sudden sur- 
prise. 

This pass was the doorway of the 
northern trail, and a single man, if a good 
marksman, could hold it against a host. , 
Through its entire length there flowed a 
deep and sullen stream, a tributary of 
the Sweetwater, which it joined at the 
other end of the valley. 

The deep twilight of the pass and the 
overhanging cliffs had prevented the less 
observant of the travelers from noticing 
the peculiar formation of the land as 
they made their way to Windycamp, but 
it had not passed altogether unnoticed, 
and, as a matter of fact, it had caused 
considerable uneasiness to the English- 
man when he reflected that his valet was 
lost on the plains. 

When he struck his repeater and the 
hour sounded two o'clock, and still no 
sign of his man, he arose softly from his 
camp-bed on the sheltered side of the 
ranch, and throwing on a warm undress 
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jacket, he strode out, rifle in one hand, to 
reconnoiter. 

The moon was now shining brightly, 
and from a natural spirit of caution he 
made his way back towards the pass in 
the shadow of the cliffs, moving, for an 
inexperienced hunter, with surprising 
silence and swiftness. 

Whenever he came upon a natural 
obstruction he availed himself of the 
additional shade it furnished to glance 
very carefully ahead, in order to make 
sure that the coast was clear. 

When he was within fifty yards of the 
entrance to the narrow pass he felt the 
full force of the mountain breeze as it 
swept like a torrent through the narrow 
entrance. 

" That is good," he reflected ; " the 
wind is coming strong my way. I am 
not so liable to be overheard if I make 
a mis-step." 

His reflections were suddenly cut 
short by the movement of a brown 
object in front of him, in the middle of a 
clump of sage-brush. This object he 
presently made out to be the head of an 
Indian — of Black Willow in fact, their 
scout or guide. 



136 *' FIFTY THOUSAND 

As this man was a friend, the English- 
man was about to declare himself, when 
something happened which decided 
him to remain silent, for awhile at 
least. 

Almost simultaneously with Black 
Willow^s movement the loud cry of a 
water-fowl was heard in the creek 
close to where the Indian was con- 
cealed. From his position the English- 
man could see a wild duck beating the 
water with its wings, and half-flying, half- 
swimming, make its distressful way 
towards the place where Black Willow 
was concealed, dragging behind it a 
leafy bush in which one of its feet had 
evidently become entangled. 

" Disturbed by some wild animal, 
I imagine, and then it blundered into 
that bush," the Englishman said to him- 
self, and, as if to bear out his theory, 
the savage cry of a wild cat sounded on 
the air. 

" Just as I thought," he nodded, and 
then he stepped boldly out from his 
shelter. Instantly Black Willow, sur- 
prised at his approach, sprang to his 
feet, knife in hand, while at the same 
moment the struggling duck reached the 
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water's edge dragging the branch behind 
it. 

Seeing who the intruder was, Black 
Willow turned to resume his watch and 
was just in time to see the stalwart form 
of another Indian rise from the water a 
few yards away. 

In a moment Black Willow had pene- 
trated the artifice — the wild duck capt- 
ured some time previously, and held by 
the leg by the Indian whose head was 
concealed under the thick leaves of the 
branch which the duck was, to all appear- 
ances, dragging behind it. 

To be outwitted by such a simple 
device was more bitter than death to the 
proud Indian, Black Willow, the wisest 
and bravest of all the Blackfeet chiefs. 
But he made no sound, and no war-cry 
burst from cither's lips, although each 
recognized his deadliest enemy in the 
other. " One of us two^ Herminius, 
shall never more go home," they might 
have said had they known their Macaulay 
sufficiently, for that was precisely what 
they felt. 

"The Tiger Cat!" exclaimed Black 
Willow, almost softly. "I might have 
known the Shoshone cry. No loud abuse 
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sullied the night air as they stood facing 
each other — their eyes flaming forth the 
garnered hate of countless moons. 

" You are the last chief of your tribe, 
Black Willow, and your scalp shall hang 
in the wigwam of the Shoshones, in the 
far north whither they have gone. I have 
lingered here only to bury you, so that I 
could say I had left no enemy behind 
me above the ground, or to see the sun 
rise and set in our own land after we had 
gone. And I will tell the young bucks 
how the great warrior, Black Willow, lost 
his skill when he sold himself to the 
pale faces, and was cheated by a trick 
which a Shoshone papoose would de- 
spise." 

"Your bucks and papooses, Tiger- 
Cat, must stretch long ears to hear your 
lying tale, for your grave shall be by this 
singing stream." 

They said no more, but a furious con- 
flict instantly began under the light of 
the moon. The newcomer was armed 
with a tomahawk, and Black Willow's 
sole weapon was the knife. 

The Englishman's first idea was to 
stop the fight, but when he endeavored 
to do so, he found that the whirling 
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figures gave him no opportunity of peace- 
making. 

Many blows were taken on both sides 
before either of the chiefs showed signs 
of waning strength, and the thirsty sand 
drank in a mingled stream of blood as 
if prophesying the common fate to which 
they were hastening. 

Whether it was that his strength had 
been partially spent by a prolonged swim 
in the chilly water, or that his wounds 
were more deadly — or whether indeed it 
were but another artifice to mislead his 
antagonist, to an onlooker it might be dif- 
ficult to decide, but after a desperate 
blow with his tomahawk which had 
broken down Black Willow's guard, shorn 
his eagle's crest away and carried with 
it half his scalp, Tiger Cat, sank on one 
knee, as if faint from loss of blood. 

Mutilated though he now was, and 
half blinded with blood. Black Willow 
saw his enemy sink with a yell of delight, 
and the exultant Blackf eet war-cry pierced 
the drowsy glen as he sprang upon the 
Shoshone to slay him before he could 
regain his feet. 

The Tiger-Cat knew he was dying, his 
panting chest was pumping the life-blood 
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through a dozen wounds, but his great 
heart grew stronger as his strength failed 
him. He was now on his knees, with his 
left hand resting on the ground, his eyes 
already flickering with the mist of death 
and his throat struggling with his last 
war-cry. It came at length in a wild un- 
earthly shout of triumph, for, as it left 
his lips, his tomahawk hurled from his 
grasp with an upward sweep, sank deep 
in the throat of the Blackfoot who 
stooped over him to inflict the death- 
stroke. 

That desperate dying effort drove the 
willing weapon through flesh and sinew 
and vertebrae, and Black Willow sank 
dead by his rival. Once more Tiger-Cat 
essayed to utter his war-cry, but the sound 
died in his throat and he rolled over 
senseless on the ground. 

" Both dead, I declare," exclaimed the 
Englishman, but as the words left his lips 
Tiger-Cat opened his eyes, and, after gaz- 
ing at him for a moment, beckoned him 
to come close. 

His English was limited, but after a 
time the Earl understood that he had 
some message concealed in his hair 
which he had to deliver to him. 
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Searching for this he came upon a 
small knot of paper fastened in the other's 
scalp. This, on being opened, he found, 
to his astonishment, to be from his miss- 
ing valet, and to be for himself. 

"I'm all right : keep a good lookout : 
don't let my absence worry you. The 
Valet." 

He read the paper without any mani- 
festation of excitement, and yet it must 
have surprised him considerably. 

In the distance he could see lights 
dancing around the camp and he rightly 
concluded that the Indian war-cry had 
alarmed the rest of the travelers. 

Turning his attention once more to the 
Indian whom he now saw was straining 
himself with a last effort to reach the 
body of his enemy, he was just in time 
to see him fall over dead. For an instant 
his dying fingers had grasped Black Wil- 
low's scalp, and then death's eternal am- 
nesty loosened his hold, and the two 
great rivals entered forevermore the 
peaceful brotherhood of the grave. 

The Englishman raised his hat rever- 
ently — " They died like brave men and 
true," he murmured ; " theirs is a creed of 
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ferocity but it leads them to the Happy 
Hunting-grounds. These grounds have 
a gory entrance-way, but no doubt they 
are right pleasant within ; God speed 
them there." 

After shouting to his companions that 
all was well the rest hurried up and were 
greatly astonished at the sight of the two 
dead Indians. 

" Well, sir, can you throw any light 
upon this extraordinary affair ? " inquired 
the ranchman — who had announced his 
name as Evans the day previous. 

The Earl explained what he had seen 
of the affair in a few words, omitting, 
however, all mention of the message 
which Tiger-Cat had brought to him. 

*• Does any one know where that strange 
Indian came from ? " inquired Monaghan, 
suspiciously. " Indians do not creep 
around this country like that at night 
now, unless in war-time or unless they are 
up to some dirty piece of work or other." 

" He used to hang about Captain 
Becker's place — three miles from here," 
replied the driver. 

" Well, who is this Becker man ? " in 
quired the other. 

" He is no good," answered the host 
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of Windycamp in a surly tone ; " always 
giving himself airs and thinking himself 
better than his neighbors. I have no 
use for a man like that, who thinks him- 
self better than everybody else, and is 
always so suspicious, and so ugly in his 
remarks, if he finds another man's calves 
following his cows, as if the owner could 
help that ! " 

" Do your calves follow his cows .? " 
blandly inquired the Englishman. " I 
really must make a note of that. It is 
the first time I have noticed — or heard 
of — that astonishing trait in young cattle. 
What do you suppose is the cause of 
it ? Is it the fault of the cow or the 
calf ? or are they so low in the scale of 
of animal life that cows hold their calves 
in common and vice versa 1 " 

There was a general grin at the English- 
man's expense, and the laughter was in- 
creased when Mr. Evans explained that 
it was rather the other way round, that 
in fact some ranchers were so lacking in 
knowledge of their business that, in 
their zeal, they frequently mistook their 
neighbors' calves for their own and stuck 
a branding-iron on their backs, with the 
result — painful to all parties — that it 
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frequently looked as if one man owned 
the calf and the other the cow. The 
doubt was generally left to the cow ta 
settle, and there was no appeal to a higher 
court although they frequently carried 
the affair — and the brander for that 
matter — to the nearest tree. 

" I must make a note of these most in- 
teresting facts, and when I get back ta 
London I will write to the " Times" 
about these extraordinary what-you-call- 
'em, complications. I am certain I have 
never seen any allusion to this phase of 
pastoral — misunderstanding. Gentlemen 
— what you need here is hedges — good, 
green, strong, hedges, one to every ten 
acres of land. If you had these there 
would be none of that stupidity on the 
part of the calves or the owners." 

The humor of the situation suffered 
somewhat from the lateness of the hour, 
but the Englishman went on, all 
unconscious of any absurdity in his 
remarks. " I have been in great luck 
since I came out. This Indian fight — 
sad as it is — is in one sense a fortunate 
event because it has so rarely happened 
that any trustworthy witness has been 
on hand to vouch for the appearance 
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and behavior of the North American 

savage in a fight to the death. Now 

standing by these two braves (what is 

the difference between a 'brave' and 

a * buck ' ? can any one tell ? — well never 

mind), as I was saying, standing by these 

two men fighting to the death, seeing 

the fury of their looks, hearing their 

panting breath and the clash of knife 

and tomahawk, and seeing the blood 

welling from a score of wounds — ^having^ 

seen all this I feel I can write and tell 

from actual evidence what Cooper could 

only tell in fiction." 

When he finished no one had any 

remark to make and the conversation 

languished for all were anxious to get 

back to their rest. 
10 
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CHAPTER XI. 

" HANDS UP 1 " 

Notwithstanding the interruption in 
his night's rest the Englishman was afoot 
at an early hour, and hard at work dig- 
ging a deep grave in which the two rival 
chiefs could lie side by side without fear 
of the marauding wolf interfering with 
their last slumber. 

He found the branches with which he 
had covered the bodies three hours 
before quite undisturbed, and he set to 
work in his undertaking with such vigor 
that he had finished it and erected a 
cairn of stones to mark the spot before 
the rancher announced breakfast. 

During the morning meal there was 
a good deal of talk about the duel to the 
death of the night before, and the owner 
of Windycamp told how there had been 
a feud for many years between the Black- 
feet Indians and the Shoshones. 

" Tiger-Cat who was killed was a very 
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celebrated warrior," he explained, " and 
so was Black Willow, and it was often 
felt by those who knew both that they 
would meet one day, and that both would 
not leave the ground alive." 

Gilbert Monaghan was preoccupied 
during the meal and his eyes wore a lack- 
luster expression save when they met 
Mrs. Granger*s gaze. He looked like a 
man under a considerable strain, and his 
depression influenced Mr. and Mrs. 
Granger unfavorably, feeling, as they did, 
that any doubt or despair on his part 
boded ill for the success of their plans. 

The shadows deepened as the day 
went on and Rancher Evans and the 
Englishman gave no sign of leaving 
them. 

At length about mid-afternoon Gilbert 
Monaghan suggested to Mr. Granger 
that it would be well if he could tell 
these gentleman that their presence was 
a considerable danger to them. Of 
course it was difficult for Mr. Granger 
to allude to the matter and not disclose 
something of the purpose he had in his 
mind, but it was possible to do it without 
telling too much. At length it was 
arranged that Mrs. Granger should inti- 
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mate to the ranchman that they were 
traveling north on a private enterprise 
involving a considerable sum of money 
and that the safety of the enterprise 
would be seriously imperiled if their 
number was seen to have been increased 
beyond the point agreed upon originally. 

As might have been expected, the 
ranchman at once fell into line with 
her suggestion that if their road lay still 
further north, they should either go on 
ahead, or stay some distance behind ; 
and the Englishman as promptly con- 
curred. He said that it would suit him 
better to remain behind, than to push 
ahead on account of his valet being 
still missing. The ranchman said he 
judged he would wait too for company's 
sake. 

And so the ambulance was ac- 
companied by only Gilbert Monaghan 
and John Granger — beside the driver 
— when they resumed their journey in 
the afternoon. 

At every new feature of the journey, 
Gilbert Monaghan had to consult a 
guide or chart to see that he was not 
losing his way. This was a trouble 
imposed on him by the death of Black 
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Willow, who had been in every way a 
quick and reliable guide. 

" That duel was a great nuisance," he 
said to himself, " for it deprived me of 
a very useful man." 

As soon as the cavalcade had moved 
out of sight, the ranchman drew from 
his pocket a folding-map of the country, 
which he spread on the ground and 
studied with considerable intentness. 

The Englishman seemed somewhat 
surprised, but he made no comment. 

Presently, however, he took his rifle 
out of its case, and said he would look 
around for a little game, until it was 
time to resume their journey. " By the 
way," he inquired suddenly of Mr. 
Evans, " how far is your ranch from 
where we are now ? " 

" Well," replied the other slowly, " I 
think it is about twenty miles." 

" You seem in some doubt,'* replied 
the Englishman. 

" Well, no, it is hardly that," answered 
the ranchman, " but we count things in 
this country by hours — now if you ask 
me at what hour we would strike the 
place we are bound for, I would say 
within fifteen minutes after sundown, if 
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our friends ahead of us do not keep us 
back." 

" I wonder who you are ? " said the 
Englishman to himself. 

" I wonder who the devil you are t '* 
replied the other, also exclusively to 
himself, by which it will be seen that 
the moment two men, who do not know 
each other's past history, are thrown to- 
gether on the prairie, instead of the 
loneliness breeding companionship and 
brotherly love, it engenders distrust and 
suspicion, often, as in this instance, 
unnecessary and almost shameful. 

After these suspicions of each other 
the one went back to his map and the 
other to his rifle-cleaning, but neither 
stirred. The Englishman had evidently 
thought better of his proposition to 
search for game. 

" Suppose we push ahead," Mr. Evans 
suddenly remarked. 

" My own idea, precisely," replied the 
Englishman promptly. 

" Now, I wonder what made him an- 
swer so quickly," said the rancher under 
his breath ; " he had come to that con- 
clusion before I mentioned the thing-r- 
and why had he ? " 
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But as there are no replies to inaud- 
ible inquiries, the onward march began 
in silence. 

Suddenly the Earl sprang from his 
horse, seized a young sapling, and hav- 
ing cut it down and set it in the ground 
he made a cleft into which he thrust a 
slip of paper bearing the weird legend : — 

" To MY Valet : — I have gone on with 
the ranchman one hour behind, John 
Granger and his camp, but same trail. 
Hurry forward. Message received. 
Messenger dead. 3 : 30 p. m." 

" Just a line to my poor valet, if he 
should ever get so far," he explained to 
the rancher, and then they rode on in 
silence. 

" Fine-looking man that Monaghan," 
hazarded the rancher after a silence 
during which their horses picked their 
way wearily over a rough road of boul- 
ders. 

"Very," replied the Englishman, re- 
garding the other oddly out of the tail of 
his eye. 

The look was caught by the rancher 
and a hard expression settled around 
his lips. Wheeling his horse instantly 
so as to face the Englishman, who was 
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riding behind, he drew his revolver with 
inconceivable rapidity and presented it 
at his head. " Hands up ! " he shouted, 
** and tell me who you are." 

If the other was taken by surprise he 
showed small sign of it. Indeed, as he 
reined in his horse suddenly to avoid 
riding over the other man, a ripe smile 
spread over his face. 

" It's no use, Dutchman, I removed 
your cartridges an hour ago, and you 
are powerless." Then as he saw a great 
look of astonishment and disgust creep 
over the other's face he leaned back on 
his horse until his saddle-girths cracked 
and gave way to great and unrestrained 
merriment. 

" Great Scott, is that you \ Tom John^ 
son ! " exclaimed Evans, whose real name 
was Van Horn, although he was generally 

called " the Dutchman " " Well I'm 

** Still, old man, shake ! I own you've 
got the better of me, but I bear no 
grudge," and he stretched his hand over 
his horse's shoulder and grasped the 
other's hand warmly. 

" After all," he resumed, " I'm mighty 
glad to find you by my side, Tom, for this 
is a ticklish job." 
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" Yes, indeed," replied the other sober- 

** Say, Tom, who is your Lordship's 
valet ? " 

" Dickie," was the reply. 

" Well, you are a wonderful pair," re- 
sumed the other. " May I ask how you 
got on to this business ? " 

" Surely," answered the other. " Gran- 
ger wired to New York for O'Gorman 
and another man, but the Superintend- 
ent had had word from some other quar- 
ter that a dangerous game was afoot, so 
instead of sending O'Gorman — who is 
pretty heavy-footed any way for a deli- 
cate job — and losing time as well, he tel- 
agraphed to myself and Dickie, who were 
on our way east from San Francisco, to 
take the matter up. The dispatch 
reached us at Cheyenne just in time to 
join your procession, rigged up as an Eng- 
lish Earl and his valet, a combination not 
likely to arouse any suspicion at Rawlins. 

" By the way, how are your wounds, 
Dutchman ? You had a pretty close 
call, had you not ? " 

"Yes, when Monaghan — as he calls 
himself now — ^bolted from the Pullman 
with Granger's bag which he imagined 



154 ** FIFTY THOUSAND 

contained the $50,000, I, not knowing 
any better and thinking he knew, followed 
him. He went to the end car, from which 
he threw a small shell which exploded 
and caused the engineer to slow down » 
then as soon as the speed fell off he 
jumped to the ground and I after him. 

As I was overtaking him, running at a 
great speed he suddenly dropped to the 
ground and I fell heavily over him, hit- 
ting my head on the trunk of a tree as I 
fell, and half stunning myself. As if that 
was not enough he banged me over the 
head with a sand-bag until he thought he 
had killed me, and then, as people were 
coming, he made off. It was no trouble 
for him to open Mr. Granger* s bag and 
after he had found that there was no 
money in it, he simply wired the owner 
that he had found me stealing the bag, 
that he had recovered it, and would join 
him next morning, at the Richelieu Hotel 
in Chicago. 

" I found out all that at the telegraph 
offices." 

" What is your idea of the scheme in 
bringing Mr. and Mrs. Granger out to 
this lonely place ? " inquired the detect- 
ive whom we have called the Earl. 
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"We think they want to get that 
1^50,000, and the $25,000, and then if 
they think they can get any more by 
holding him for ransom I think they'll 
do that too." 

" Precisely my own idea — but do you 
think the boy (Mrs. Granger's brother) 
is here ? " 

" I cannot say, but I am inclined to 
think not." 

"Where is * Dickie'?" suddenly in- 
quired the detective known as the Dutch- 
man. 

" I sent him to tap a telegraph wire to 
find out if there were any later develop- 
ments at Rawlins after we left." 

After riding in silence for awhile the 
Earl in sweeping the horizon with his 
field-glass detected a horseman following 
them and in the course of half an hour 
he made out the new-comer to be his 
lieutenant " Dickie ". 

Immediately upon this discovery they 
drew rein and awaited his arrival. 

" Dickie " looked none the worse for 
his exposure, and confessed that he had 
managed to secrete enough food the day 
before to last him during his absence 
from camp. 
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He smiled when he heard how the 
two detectives had identified each other, 
and explained to them in a few words 
that by tapping a wire he had learned 
that considerable commotion had been 
caused at Rawlins by the arrival of a lady 
and gentleman from San Francisco who 
insisted upon starting on the trail of Mr. 
and Mrs. Granger without delay. 

"The gentleman is said to be Mrs. 
"Granger's brother." ~' 

" Whew ! " exclaimed both the detect- 
ives in a breath, " this is a deeper scheme 
than we thought," and all instinctively 
put spurs to their horses and pushed 
forward. 

" Did you learn any particulars as to 
the strength of the gang which started 
from Rawlins ahead of us, led by that 
Ruffian they call * Bud ? ' " inquired the 
Dutchman. 

" Yes, seven men besides Bud, and all 
a hard, tough lot of men." 

For awhile they rode in silence, each ap- 
parently occupied with his own thoughts, 
and we will avail ourselves of the oppor- 
tunity their silence affords us to leave 
them for awhile and take up another link 
in this strange story. In order to do 
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this intelligently we must go back a week, 
and find that link, not on the Atlantic but 
on the Pacific coast. 



PART III. 



CHAPTER I. 

MABEL WANDEL DISCOVERS A VILLAIN. 

On the 24th day of this same month 
of May of which we write, Mabel Wandel 
with a party of friends had ridden several 
miles out of San Francisco to visit an 
old mission-house vineyard which had 
recently come into her possession in 
exchange for some City lots. 

She had intrusted the temporary 
management of the property to Gilbert 
Monaghan, recommended to her as a 
gentleman who bore some very high 
credentials from prominent wine-growers 
in France and Hungary as a man well 
skilled in vineyard work and in the hand- 
ling, blending and grading of wines and 
brandies. 

After spending some time at the Vine- 
yard and putting the place in order he 
158 
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intimated to his employer — Miss Wandel 
— that it would be necessary for him to 
go East to purchase certain appliances 
for use in his business. 

Miss WandePs assent was readily 
given and he left the following day to 
be absent four or five weeks. 

After he had been gone a fortnight 
Miss Wandel made up a luncheon-party 
of friends to visit her newly-acquired 
property. After the luncheon was over 
Miss Wandel expressed an intention to 
inspect the premises. The visit had 
been made unexpectedly, and in riding 
up the Acacia Avenue she had seen a 
pale face at a heavily-barred window of 
the mission-house which left a strange 
impression on her mind. She made no 
comment, however, at the time, but 
ordered Juan, the Mexican cellar-man, 
to bring her the keys so that she could 
inspect all the rooms. 

" Juan ! " she called sharply when she 
found that she had no key with which 
to open the door of the room she wished 
especially to visit. " Juan ! open this 
door instantly ! " 

" Oh ! Seiiorita, do not enter there ; 
that is where Seiior Monaghan's insane 
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brother is confined, and he is danger- 
ous.'- 

*' Open the door instantly ! " Miss 
Wandel repeated, with a dangerous look 
in her black eyes. 

" The blessed saints protect you then, 
Seiiorita ! " and with that Juan threw the 
door wide open — on what a sight ! 

In the middle of the floor lay the figure 
of a young man insensible and breath- 
ing heavily under the influence of some 
powerful opiate — how administered might 
easily be conjectured from the tiny blood- 
stain on one of his shirt-sleeves — by sub- 
cutaneous injection, — and violently, as 
might be inferred from the blood on his 
lips where a blow had fallen ; and from 
his hands which were knotted as if 
clinched in resistance. 

"This man was at the window when 
we came up the Avenue — why have 
you drugged him ? " inquired Miss 
Wandel." 

" By Senor Monaghan's orders, Seiio* 
rita. He said that no one should see 
him as the sight of a white face made 
his malady much worse, especially the 
face of a white woman, as one of them 
had wronged him cruelly, and if he 
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grew noisy and excited when any one 
was here we were to use morphine in 
the arm, as excitement is very hurtful to 
him." 

" And why is he chained, in this way, 
like a convict, with leg-chain and ball, 
and handcuffs ? " 

" He is so violent, Sefiorita, at times 
that nothing else will restrain him." 

" Dr. Garcia," said Mabel Wandel, 
turning to one of her guests who had 
followed her into the room, " you will 
render me a very great favor if you will 
see what you can do towards resusci- 
tating that young man ; meantime, Juan, 
you will occupy this prison room chained 
as this unhappy man has been until I 
am satisfied that his health is not in- 
jured, and until I am satisfied also that 
you have told me all that the scoundrel 
Monaghan did while he was here. 

" As soon as this gentleman comes to 

his senses he will assuredly tell me all 

he knows, and if I find that you have 

left anything out, — or forgotten it, look 

you — I will call in the police, and the 

end of it will be that you will be put in 

the chain-gang." 

Juan was too much paralyzed to offer 
II 
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any resistance when two of the young 
men of the party placed the irons on his 
limbs after the young man had been re- 
moved, but when every one left him and 
the great door clanged behind them he 
sat down and buried his face in his 
hands. The sense of loneliness almost 
broke his spirit within the first hour; 
and then there was the lovely and, alas ! 
lively Manuelita, who would shed tears 
for his absence, and then the truculent 
Rodrigo who would offer to wipe away 
the tears. Perdition ! that was worse 
than anything else ! 

At the mere thought Juan rattled his 
chains like a wolf, and dragging himself 
to the window he implored one of the 
guests whom he saw outside to inform 
the Senorita that if she would come to 
him at once he would confess everything 
to her. " Tell her," he shouted, " I will 
confess everything I heard and saw, 
and much — much more ! " by which 
remark it will be seen that Juan had 
promptly come into a very complaisant 
frame of mind. 

" If I have only to confess to obtain 
release. Oh ! I shall be Ananias and 
Sapphira rolled into one." 
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" What ! you don't believe in the 
advantage of lying ? " A great shrug of 
the shoulders took the subject up where 
language failed. 

Thus it came about that Mabel Wan- 
del in company with Dr. Garcia and one 
or two others of the gentlemen again 
visited the now desperate Juan. Before 
permitting him to speak, his mistress 
cautioned him — seeing the state of mind 
he was in — that any lie which he uttered 
would be punished as heavily as a re- 
fusal to speak at all. 

He ground out a Mexican oath be- 
tween his teeth, sorely doubting whether 
the truth was picturesque enough to 
secure his release. But seeing the Sen- 
orita's angry glance fixed upon him he 
threw himself upon the floor and swore 
by all his saints that no whisper of any- 
thing but the truth would be allowed to 
pass his lips. 

" Very well," was the response of his 
mistress, uttered coldly if not still threat- 
eningly, " now pay attention to my ques- 
tions and answer them truthfully." 



1 64 *' FIFTY THOUSAND 



CHAPTER II. 
juan's confession. 

" When did Mr. Monaghan first spe^k 
to you about the gentleman he and you 
imprisoned here ? " Was Miss Wandel's 
first inquiry of Juan. 

Juan protested with appealing ' eye- 
brows and crouching body against being 
coupled with the other as a jailer, but he 
uttered no complaint. 

" Senor came to the mission a month 
ago," he answered. " I remember it was 
a saint's day and we were having a 
little holiday — and Manuelita and that 
great black bear Rodrigo were there, 
and he was angry, ha ! ha ! O, certain- 
ly, Senorita, I will keep to my story, 
but Rodrigo ! Carambo — well — well — 
never mind ; as I was saying, Senor Mon- 
aghan came to the mission about a month 
ago, on a saint's day, when we were 
having a little holiday at which Manu — 
Yes, yes, indeed, Senorita, I am getting 
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on — and he said, * Juan, you have some 
fine strong rooms here, built solid and 
thick and with strongly barred windows ; ' 
and I said, *Yes, Senor, in those days 
they were afraid of the Indians and made 
strong houses — and then the monks — 
bless them — the monks had nothing else 
to do but build, and build, and build, and 
plant vines — no wife, no child among 
them all — no Manuelita, no Rodrigo. 
Ah! yes, pardon, I will, as you say, 
*push on.' 

"Well, Sefior Monaghan then said, 
'Juan, your new mistress tells me that 
f ou were very highly spoken of by the 
former owner as an honest, reliable man, 
who never gossips among your neighbors, 
but whose tongue only talks love non- 
sense among the girls (none but Man- 
uelita, I swear, Senorita), which is all 
right ; now your new mistress desires 
me to say that you must do everything 
just as I tell you, and if you do not I will 
send you off at once, within the hour, 
and give Rodrigo your place/ You see, 
Senorita," said Juan in a pathetic aside, 
" I am — although of course you do not 
know it — in love with Manuelita, and 
Senor Monaghan had seen that I was 
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what you call jealous of that great ugly 
bear Rodrigo, and so he worked me like 
clay between his fingers so ! Then he 
said, 'there is a young gentleman, a 
brother of mine, and a relation of the 
Senorita's, who has gone out of his mind, 
and needs taking care of. You will fix 
that room near the Acacia tree in readi- 
ness for him, and I will bring him to- 
morrow. And, Juan, fix a very strong 
iron staple in the wall, and through 
it to the outside, and go down to the 
prison, and present the Seiiorita's com- 
pliments and ask for the loan for a 
few weeks of a pair of handcuffs, and 
leg-chain and ball for a troublesome 
hand." 

" Did Mr. Monaghan come with the 
gentleman himself, and did the gentle- 
man appear to come willingly ? " in- 
quired Miss Wandel. 

" Oh ! yes, indeed, Senorita," they 
were laughing and talking and in the 
best of spirits, and they had luncheon 
and some of the old wine out of the 
further cellar, and they drank and drank 
and drank until the young Senor could 
not drink any more and fell asleep with 
his head on the table. He had not 
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wanted to drink so much, but Senor 
Monaghan urged him to try all the dif- 
ferent brands, to show, he said, what 
magnificent wines the old mission-vines 
produced. And so he drank and drank 
and I filled his glass all the time at 
signals from Senor Monaghan, who only 
sipped while the other drank." 

" What happened then ? " inquired 
Miss Wandel, a great loathing in her eyes. 

" Senor Monaghan sat smoking for 
a while, and then as the young gentle- 
man's breathing became heavy and his 
cheeks dark, he called me to him and 
said that I had better get assistance to 
remove him to the room prepared for 
him, and he told me that was one of his 
good days and would surely be followed 
by a violent day to-morrow. 

" So we carried him into the Acacia 
Room and- put the chains on him. 

" Did Mr. Monaghan remain here over 
night ? " 

"Yes, Seiiorita, he remained here a 
week, a terrible week," and the dusky 
cheek of the cellar-man paled at the 
recollection. 

" Go on," said his mistress in a tone 
of ill-suppressed fury. 
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" Well, Senorita, the young gentleman 
raved and tore at his chains and hurt 
himself when he found he could not 
escape, and his cries were heard all 
over the mission grounds so that when 
visitors arrived we had to gag him. 
But one day the gag came out during his 
struggles, and he made a fine scandal, 
before we could get to him to replace it. 
That night I told Manuelita that I could 
not stand it any longer, and asked her ta 
elope with me. She hung her head and 
would not consent ; said she was afraid, 
and all that — then, when I grew angry 
with her, she told me flatly that Senor 
Monaghan had said to her that I seemed 
unwilling to do my work and that he was 
thinking of giving my place — the place I 
have had for so many years, Senorita — to 
my enemy Rodrigo if I did not improve, 
and that of course if I quarreled with 
the beautiful Sefior and lost my situation 
I could not expect her to follow me in my 
foolishness. 

"That," continued Juan, "was bad 
enough, but when she told me that 
Rodrigo had proposed to her and that 
she was only waiting to see whether I 
was likely to lose my position as cellar- 
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man before she decided, — then, Seiiorita, 
I became Senor Monaghan's slave, be- 
cause I could not give up my little 
Manuelita who had been my sweetheart 
and danced with me every holiday of my 
life." 

At this juncture Juan broke down and 
covered his face with his hands. As the 
tears trickled through his fingers a brief 
look of compassion visited Miss WandeFs 
face, but time was precious, and she 
hastened Juan's narrative by a sharp in- 
terrogation. 

" Well ? " 

" Well, then," resumed Juan humbly, 
"after that Senor Monaghan had no 
more willing slave than I." 

" What happened after that ? " 

" Seiiorita, we were forbidden to give 
the prisoner food or water, and on the 
fourth day when he was broken down 
and whining for water, Senor Monaghan 
promised him water and food and liberty, 
if he would write and sign a certain 
paper. But although he was willing 
enough his hand shook so that he had 
to practice for more than an hour before 
he could write easily in his usual way, 



lyO ** FIFTY THOUSAND 

and then only after he had one or two 
sips of wine." 

" Juan ! " suddenly exclaimed his 
mistress, " you kept one of these many 
copies which he spoiled in steadying his 
hand. Where is it ? " 

" Oh, Seiiorita ! indeed." Juan began 
— then he quailed before her look, and 
faltered. " Seiiorita, the Serior has eyes 
like a rattlesnake, so keen are they. 
Oh so keen, and he gathered up all of 
the spoiled sheets, every one of them, 
(he was quailing now under the growing 
spell of Mabel WandePs eyes). Ah ! 
Dios ! all but one leetle one, (a sigh of 
relief from Mabel Wandel and the ten- 
sion broke). Dios! all but one leetle 
one, which the wind carried out of the 
window, unseen by the Senor, and that, 
I crept out afterwards and picked up 
and hid in my jacket." 

" Why were you so anxious to have 
that copy ? " 

" Ah ! Seiiorita, I cannot keep any- 
thing from you. I knew that Seiior 
Monaghan was doing something wrong, 
and I felt that he must be a bad man. 
I knew that he was a cruel man, and I 
thousrht that if I could have some little 
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witness against him then he could not 
threaten to turn me away and give that 
great black bear Rodrigo my place as 
cellar-man and my little Manuelita as 
well" 

" Give me that paper ! " There was 
no commiseration or even softness in 
the tone, only an iron resolution. 

" Yes, Senorita," replied Juan humbly, 
fumbling in his jacket, from which he 
presently dragged an old handkerchief 
which he handed to Mabel Wandel, with 
the remark, " it is inside, Seiiorita." 

And there it was, a copy, in a feeble 
shaking hand, of the letter sent to Mr. 
Granger by the hand of Gilbert Mona- 
ghan, stating that the writer, Mrs. 
Granger's brother Will, was in sore 
trouble and begging him for God's sake 
to come to his aid at once. 

Every eye in the room flashed as 
Juan's disclosures unraveled the vile 
intentions of the scoundrelly Agent 
Monaghan, but no word was said to in- 
terrupt Mable WandePs interrogations. 

" What happened after Mr. Monaghan 
got the paper ? " 

" He left the same evening, Sefiorita, 
having first given orders that his brother 
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should be regularly supplied with food, 
but should on no account be allowed to 
escape. He also showed me how to keep 
him quiet if you, Senorita, or any one else 
should call." 

" And, I suppose, if I had sent you word 
that I was going to call to-day, you would 
have injected morphine into his arm and 
quieted him until I was out of the way ? " 

"Such were my orders from your 
agent, Senorita," whimpered Juan ; 
" what could I do ? " 

"Your manhood, if you have any, 
should have prevented you from carry- 
ing out such hellish directions ! " 

" But the little Manuelita, Sefiorita I " 
replied Juan cringingly, as if she had over- 
looked the one all powerful argument in 
his favor. 

" Tush ! what can you expect of a wife 
who comes to your arms on such terms 
as these ? demanded Mabel Wandel. 

"Yes, indeed," broke in Dr. Garcia, 
" but the poor devil's cruelty has had its 
reward sooner than he expected, for 
Manuelita eloped with Rodrigo two 
hours ago, as soon, in fact, as she heard 
that Juan was in trouble with you." 

A great stillness fell upon every one 
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as they witnessed the awful change 
which came over Juan at Dr. Garcia's 
words. 

For a moment he stood up, every nerve 
tense and strained, and a horrid staring 
look in his round black eyes — then with 
a hoarse, half-strangled cry he fell to the 
ground in an epileptic fit. 

For fully half an hour Dr. Garcia and 
his male companions struggled with the 
wretched man to prevent him doing him- 
self any harm. 

As he lay on the ground, with rolling 
bloodshot eyes from which all conscious- 
ness had been blotted out, and with 
blue lips from which a bloody froth, 
churned by his champing teeth and 
mangled tongue, bubbled forth, it was 
like some horrible nightmare. All the 
time too he fought with Dr. Garcia and 
his assistants, and again and again 
the prostrate body, seemingly exhausted, 
would spring upwards with amazing force 
and throw off those who were pressing 
him down. But for the manacled hands 
and chained feet it is certain the gentle- 
men present would not have been able 
to hold Juan, " possessed with a devil." 

" Poor wretch," said Dr. Garcia 
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Stooping over him after he had injected 
some morphine into his arm. '' He 
will need both the chains and the mor- 
phine which he prepared for the other 
man for some time to come ; even if his 
brain is not permanently affected. 
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CHAPTER III. 

AN INTERESTING CONVALESCENCE. 

As there was ample accommodation 
at the Mission House, Dr. Garcia and 
two of his friends, as well as Mabel 
Wandel, decided to remain there for the 
night, both because it was inconvenient to 
remove their patient, young Barlow,— 
Mrs. Granger's brother, — and also be- 
cause common humanity suggested that 
the wretched Juan should not be left with- 
out professional care for at least some 
hours to come. 

The patient. Barlow, was placed in a 
hot bath and then removed to a comfort- 
able bed, so that when he awoke late 
the following morning he had almost 
entirely slept off the effects of the heavy 
narcotic. 

When Dr. Garcia entered his room he 
found him sitting up in bed and gazing 
confusedly around him. "Where am 
I ? " he inquired. " Have I only had a 
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long and fearful nightmare, or have I 
been crazy, or what ? " Then as he saw 
the glorious flowers trooping in at the 
open window and inhaled the perfume of 
the roses, he sank back murmuring to 
himself, " A dream — it was all a hor- 
rible dream ! " 

Then a sudden thought occurred to 
him and he glanced at his wrists, and 
turning back the soft linen of his night- 
dress he saw the great livid bruises 
made by the handcuffs as he tried to 
wrench himself free when he saw the 
white visitors enter the dull gray mission- 
yard on which his prison window looked. 

" O, no — my God ! — this is the dream 
— the other is the reality I " And saying 
this he buried his face in his pillow in 
a burst of uncontrollable grief. 

But a soft cool hand was laid on his 
shoulder, and a firm yet gentle voice was 
in his ear. " This is no dream, my 
friend," it said encouragingly, " but a 
happy reality. You were discovered 
yesterday afternoon and rescued, and 
your jailer himself is now chained up 
in the room out of which we brought 
you." 

It took a little time for the poor 
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broken creature to understand matters 
fully ; but when he had dressed himself, 
and found that he was able to walk 
around the same as formerly, and to 
bathe in the sunshine — " God's sweet 
sunshine " he called it, — and smell the 
flowers, and to see people smile at him 
and to feel the touch of warm hands, then 
his old courage and manhood came back 
to him. 

The greater part of the morning was 
spent in the glorious garden of the old 
Mission House ; now in the brilliant sun- 
shine, now under the leafy shadow of 
some wide umbrageous tree watching the 
insects dancing in the sun, and bright- 
hue d birds floating, sweeping and flash- 
ing from bough to bough or darting with 
fluttering wings beneath the spray of the 
old fountain, and regaining their perch 
with a cheerful little chirrup. 

Three or four times during that never- 
to-be-forgotten morning. Will Barlow, 
after a minute's silence, seized Mabel 
Wandel's hand and carried it to his lips, 
his eyes moist with a gratitude which his 
tongue failed to express. And at such 
times the mist grew in Mabel Wandel's 

eyes too. On the first occasion she 
12 
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murmured in a low, almost faltering tone, 
" Please don't — you have nothing to 
thank me for." 

" For my reason," he replied in a low 
tone, ' ^ and for all that makes life worth 
living." 

After that she said nothing, but be- 
fore this deep and pulsating gratitude 
the long hushed fountains of her better 
nature burst forth afresh, and Mabel 
Wandel felt herself a better and a hap- 
pier woman. What the nipping blights of 
the life which she had chosen for herself 
had sealed up, apparently in an eternal 
frost, this outburst of gratitude for a hu- 
mane action performed by her, had un- 
sealed, and her heart sang " like to a 
pleasant brook in the leafy month of 
June ; " so much better is it to give than 
to receive. 

" You do not know," Will Barlow said 
to Dr. Garcia as he put his arm in the 
other's and pressed it close — " you do 
not know how good it is to be able to 
feel the clasp of a friend's arm in yours 
again, after being locked up and treated 
like a wild beast." 

After a pleasant luncheon in the arbor 
of the Mission House, Miss Wandel prq^- 
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posed that Will Barlow and herself should 
take a ramble through the older portion 
of the vineyard — a proposition to which 
he gladly assented. 

When they returned she had ascer- 
tained by judicious questioning all that 
he could tell her about Gilbert Mona- 
ghan. He mentioned, for instance, that 
he (Barlow) had on one or two occasions 
referred in Monaghan's presence to his 
brother-in-law's wealth, and from a former 
conversation between them — in which 
Monaghan said he wondered that wealthy 
people were not more frequently ab- 
ducted here, as there were endless op- 
portunities to do so, — far more, indeed 
than in Greece or Sicily, where abduction 
was of frequent occurrence. From that 
conversation he said he thought it quite 
possible that Monaghan had some such 
scheme in his mind in imprisoning him 
and forcing him to write that peculiar 
letter to his brother-in-law. 

" My brother-in-law is one of these 
solid, respectable men who hate any- 
thing like a sensation, but I think he 
would go to the end of the earth for his 
wife or any one whom she loved." 

" Does he love her very dearly } " 
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Mabel Wandel asked with a slight in- 
terest. 

" O, surely," replied the other " he is 
very fond of her." 

" I used to know him once," she went 
on, and after a little hesitation she told 
him the story of the note, omitting any 
reference to the fact that she had 
returned it. 

" It seems to me," he said with a warm 
smile, " that you have left the most inter- 
esting part of that story out." 

But she made no reply, and presently 
sent his thoughts in another direction by 
inquiring whether he felt strong enough 
to journey to San Francisco that after- 
noon. He replied promptly in the affirm- 
ative, and added that he thought it would 
be necessary to do something at once to 
neutralize as far as possible any harm 
which Gilbert Monaghan had been able 
to commit by means of his (Barlow's) 
letter to Mr. Granger. 

Dr. Garcia met them on their return 
from the vineyard, and in answer to Miss 
Wanders inquiry, he said that he had 
been with Juan for the greater part of 
the morning, and that, as he was not sat- 
isfied with his appearance, he had called 
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upon the local medical man, and placed 
the case in his hands on behalf of Miss 
Wandel, explaining the circumstances to 
him as far as they related to Juan 
personally. 

Miss Wandel approved what he had 
done, and the three agreed to visit Juan 
at once, as they had decided to leave for 
San Francisco without delay. 

On opening the door of the room in 
which Juan was confined, they beheld 
him sitting on the floor with his sturdy 
back bent forward, and a dead lack-luster 
look in his black eyes. If he knew them 
he made no sign, but kept rocking him- 
self to and fro unceasingly. 

Miss Wandel's eyes glanced enquir- 
ingly at Dr. Garcia, and pointed to the 
handcuffs and shackles. " They are nec- 
essary, " he said in reply, in a low voice, 
^*this condition may be followed by a 
most violent outburst." 

" What has caused this ? *' she in- 
quired. The shock of Manuelita^s elope- 
ment ? " 

" Yes, I think so," — ^began the doctor, 
then he stopped and pointed his finger at 
Juan whose attention had been arrested 
by the name of " Manuelita." He was 
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evidently struggling with it as one wrestles 
with an elusive memory, and presently he 
shook his head as one who fails to re- 
member and went on see-sawing back- 
wards and forwards. 

"What will be the outcome of this, 
Dr. Garcia ? " inquired Miss Wandel. 

" It is difficult to tell. He may recover 
altogether, or he may recover with an 
impaired memory so that he will recol- 
lect nothing of what has happened, or 
he may become a hopeless maniac ! " 

Will Barlow shuddered. " Can't you re- 
move him ? " he asked appealingly " from 
this horrible room, out among the flowers 
and into the sunshine, so that his strug- 
gling senses may be encouraged to re- 
turn ? " And Miss Wandel, recognizing 
the pathos and mercy of the appeal, 
made it mandatory. 

As we shall not meet Juan again in 
these pages we will not keep the reader 
in suspense as to his after fate, but will 
peer so far into the future as to see him 
once more a cheerful, garrulous and ro- 
bust cellar-man, now moving through 
the cool and shady rows of vast under- 
ground cellars, through avenues of aroma- 
tic casks, and now out into the brilliant 
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sunshine among the flowers, and bees, 
and all beautiful things — enjoying life 
in all its fullness — and with a keener 
zest that a merciful Providence has 
sealed up that cell of memory which at 
one time threatened his reason. When 
his senses returned all answered the mus- 
ter-roll save memory, and to him thence- 
forward the name of Manuelita had no 
significance. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

KEEPING THE POLICE SUPERINTENDENT 

BUSY. 

When Miss Wandel reached San 
Francisco that evening she ivent at once 
to the telegraph office accompanied by 
Will Barlow. She was able to command 
prompt attention, and when she left the 
office she had transacted an amount of 
business such as is seldom accomplished 
within the limits of a single visit to a 
telegraph office. 

She telegraphed to the Police Superin- 
tendent of New York with full particulars 
of the conspiracy so far as she knew it, 
also with a full and complete descrip- 
tion of Gilbert Monaghan. She further- 
more requested the Superintendent to 
send at once for Mr. Granger's confi- 
dential clerk (and she gave the address 
so as to expedite matters) rightly, judging 
that a prudent man like Mr. Granger was 
certain to leave some memorandum be- 
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hind him on going on a more or less 
hazardous expedition. She closed her 
message by saying that no conceivable 
expense was to be spared in following 
up the conspiracy, and at her request 
the local Secretary of the Telegraph 
Company sent a message under his pri- 
vate cipher to the New York office re- 
questing them to satisfy the Police Su- 
perintendent as to her financial ability 
to carry out her promises. 

It was seven o*clock in the evening 
when the message was dispatched, and 
taking two hours in transit it reached its 
destination at 2 a.m. New York time. 

"That is hardly the point," said 
the Superintendent musingly, when he 
read the long dispatch at nine o'clock 
the following morning, the 26th of May. 

" The point is whether you yourself. 
Miss Wandel, are not hatching some 
conspiracy against Mr. Granger,. — and 
whether this is not a bluff to throw us 
on to some false scent. Miss Mabel 
Wandel was not so friendly towards Mr. 
John Granger in the years gone by, if I 
recollect aright the particulars of that 
attempted murder on the Blizzard night 
of 1888. 
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" Still, women are such devilish odd 
fish, its hard to say what they will do or 
won't do, and as she says she is waiting 
for a reply I'll e'en just see what I can 
do." 

Within fifteen minutes the Superinten- 
dent had sent for Mr. Granger's con- 
dential clerk and ascertained from him, 
that, before his departure, he had left a 
sealed envelope with him, with instruc- 
tions that it be opened and the police be 
communicated with if his return were 
delayed or any cause of suspicion arose. 

As soon as the envelope reached the 
Superintendent's hands, after examining 
its exterior carefully he handed it back 
to Mr. Granger's representative and 
requested him to open it. This he did, 
and handed the enclosure to the Superin- 
tendent. 

As might have been expected, it con- 
tained a full account of Mr. Granger's 
interview with Mr. Monaghan, of the 
conversations they had together, of the 
amount of cash drawn out of the bank, 
and the name of the express office to 
which it had been entrusted, and of the 
arrangements for their journey. It also 
referred to the bank draft which he car- 
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ried with him, and closed with an accu- 
rate description of Gilbert Monaghan 
which closely tallied with that given by 
Miss Wandel. 

" Let me see," said the Superintendent 
musingly, glancing at the calendar hang- 
ing on the wall, " this is the 26 th of May. 
Mr. Granger ought to be pretty well on 
his journey if he left on the 22d." 

Having some other matters to dispose 
of, he dismissed Mr. Granger's clerk for 
the time being, and laid Miss WandePs 
communication on one side for further 
consideration. 

He had scarcely taken the dispatch up 
again before Mr. Granger's representa- 
tive was ushered into his presence for 
the second time. 

" Well, sir ? " said the Superintendent, 
inquiry in his eye, — 

" This dispatch has just been delivered 
at our office," said the new-comer, hand- 
ing to the Superintendent the message 
sent off by John Granger, from Chicago, 
at midnight on the 24th." 

The information contained in it seemed 
to put some new idea into the Super- 
intendent's head, for he exclaimed under 
his breath, " By Jove, I never thought of 
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that ! " Then ringing a hand-bell, he 
handed the message to the Inspector, who 
entered the room. " You know that man 
whom we are trying to find on account of 
the requisition papers from California, — 
that wonderfully handsome man ? Well, 
read that and see whether it throws any 
light on the subject." 

The Inspector put the dispatch down 
in silence after reading it, keeping his 
eyes fixed on the chief. 

" The same man, don't you think ? " 
asked the Superintendent. 

The other nodded. 

" I wonder how the Dutchman has 
managed to get on to his trail," con- 
tinued the chief. 

" I don't know," replied the Inspector 
— probably by accident — ^just run against 
him and followed him up on chance." 

" Now, let me see," continued the Su- 
perintendent, musingly, and ringing his 
bell for one of his sergeants, he said, 
" Just let me know what detectives we 
have in the neighborhood of Cheyenne ; 
it is of no use sending O'Gorman or any 
one else from New York — there is not 
time enough." 

After a moment's reference the ser- 
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geant informed him that Detective Tom 
Johnson and his assistant, " Dickie," 
were due at Cheyenne at nine o'clock that 
morning on their way east from San 
Francisco. 

"Inspector, you had better see that 
this message is rushed through to Chey- 
enne at once so as to intercept these two 
men," said the Superintendent, handing 
him a dispatch. " This is early morning 
still at Cheyenne, and you have time 
enough if you can get a clear line." 

Two hours later Detective Johnson 
reported to New York that himself 
and " Dickie," were off after the man 
under requisition. At the same time 
Mr. Granger's clerk replied to the dis- 
patch which he had received. This re- 
ply, as well as its duplicate sent at the 
request of Mrs. Granger, Gilbert Mon- 
aghan received, as the reader will have 
suspected, and altered, thereby throwing 
Mr. and Mrs. Granger off the scent. 

Mr. Granger's silence after receipt of 
his clerk's second dispatch caused con- 
siderable uneasiness, but implicit confi- 
dence was felt in Detective Johnson, and 
when he reported that the entire party 
had arrived at Rawlins and that all was 
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well, they concluded that John Granger 
had taken other steps to protect him- 
self. 

'• I suppose that Johnson and * Dickie * 
will be able to handle this man called 
Monaghan ? " queried the Inspector — 
" he seems to be no infant if we can judge 
by the way he did Van Horn up." 

" There must have been some accident 
there," said the Superintendent, "for 
Van Horn is a man in a thousand. Of 
course, Monaghan may be a very deadly 
man, but I think that between them John- 
son and Dickie could bring in a Kansas 
cyclone. I'm not anxious about that 
part of the business — what I fear is that 
they may run into a stronger gang than 
they expect." 
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CHAPTER V. 

MABEL WANDEL ON THE TRAIL. 

The Police Inspector had telegraphed 
full particulars as to the position of affairs 
to Mabel Wandel early on the forenoon 
of the 26th. In consequence of the 
later western time, she received that dis- 
patch early enough to catch the nine 
o'clock eastern-bound train for Rawlins, 
which she concluded must be her ob- 
jective point. Will Barlow accompanied 
her, and both were well equipped for 
the expedition, as they had held them- 
selves in readiness for it since the first 
dispatch was sent to New York. 

Late in the afternoon of the following 
day they reached Rawlins only to learn 
that the Grangers had left on the north- 
em trail the same morning. 

In her room, at the hotel at Rawlins, 
Miss Wandel held an interesting lev^e. 
Those present were the head of the local 
police, the managers of the express 
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office and telegraph office, and an old 
scout who happened to be m town at the 
time, and who knew every foot of the 
way up to and beyond the Rattlesnake 
mountains. 

In the middle of their deliberations a 
telegraph message arrived from " Dickie " 
to tell them of the direction he believed 
their party was going to take. He said 
his name was Richard Hargrave, com- 
monly known in the detective force as 
"Dickie" and the police would know 
him by reputation at least. 

" Surely ! " exclaimed the policeman. 
" He is one of the best New York men ; 
he must have been disguised when he 
passed through Rawlins." 

After consultation, they decided to tell 
Dickie, by wire, of the arrival of a gentle- 
man and lady from San Francisco, and 
that the gentleman was Mrs. Granger's 
brother ; to tell him also the whereabouts 
of two ranches which owned private 
telephones communicating with Rawlins, 
and that armed reinforcements would 
start north to their aid first thing in the 
morning, as they had no doubt now that 
an ambush was intended. 

After that was done the police tele- 
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phoned to a well-to-do rancher, who like 
many of the large ranchers had a special 
wire to the town, to send two span of fresh 
mules and a relay of four of their best 
horses to Slaney's Nest by eight o'clock 
the next morning, and to get their next 
neighbor further on to send a similar 
outfit to Windycamp ranch at one 
o'clock — the two of them to send as many 
of their best cowboys as they could 
spare. " Some ugly work on hand I 
Money no object,'* the message wound 
up with. 

The answer came back. *' All rights 
but d — n the money." 

The cold gray northern dawn was 
creeping over the hills which girdled 
Rawlins like a necklace when an am- 
bulance and four well-appointed horse- 
men moved out of the silent streets. 
They breasted right gallantly the long 
upward slope which leads to the higher 
trails, and when they reached Slaney's 
Nest both mules and mustangs were 
sorely in need of rest, for the pace had 
been forced from the start. 

A rest of fifteen minutes, and a brief 
refreshment, and the corttge moved for- 
ward with fresh horses and mules, and 
13 
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three very efficient looking cowboys 
added to the number. 

The original force consisted of Miss 
Wandel, Will Barlow, the fjcpress Com- 
pany Manager, he of the iron jaw, and 
a member of the police force. Add to 
these the three cowboys, and as an aux- 
iliary force it was hard to be surpassed 
in efficiency, for its number. Even the 
woman was an element of strength in- 
stead of weakness, for she was winsome 
and an incitement to derring-do^ and she 
was accurate of aim, firm of seat in the 
saddle, and of courage amazing. 

The party made quick time to Windy- 
camp and there changed horses and 
mules, and added two cowboys and 
an Indian runner to their number. Miss 
Wandel and Will Barlow had sought the 
rest of the ambulance at intervals during 
the journey, but it was only to keep them 
fresh for the end, which they felt would 
call for all their strength and endurance. 

At six o'clock the Indian runner 
signaled a halt and announced three 
travelers ahead. " Well, let us ride 
boldly forward," said Miss Wandel, 
" we have nothing to fear from three 
men." 
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The men ahead were Van Horn, 
Johnson and " Dickie." 

" Dickie," was the first to suggest 
that the new-comers were the people 
who had arrived at Rawlins after they 
had left. " They must have come at a 
great pace," he said, "but I imagine 
that the lady on horseback is the one 
they telegraphed me about when I tapped 
the wire. 

" Wait for me here and I will ride 
forward and see," and setting spurs to 
his mustang he rode towards the rapidly 
advancing party. 

It did not take Dickie long to identify 
himself to the new arrivals, and to learn 
from them all that they knew or sur- 
mised as to the intentions of the person 
who had Mr. and Mrs. Granger in 
charge. 

After a few minutes' conversation, 
they rode forward together, and joined 
Van Horn and Johnson. 

After some additional talk. Van Horn 
said that Monaghan and his party were 
about five miles ahead, and he added, 
**We are now getting into a country 
which I don't much fancy ; a place full 
of caves and boulders, and where at one 
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time it took a large regiment of United 
States troops to dislodge a handful of 
Indians." 

The party rode on in comparative si- 
lence for half an hour, when a slight stir 
was caused by the appearance of an 
Indian advancing on horseback. He 
came on without hesitation, and, on a 
nearer approach, he was recognized by 
two of the cowboys as " Broken Bough," 
an Indian of the Arapahoe tribe — an 
entirely friendly nation. 

"Now," said one of the cowboys — a 
man of long experience on the plains — 
and beckoning three of his companions 
aside, "that fellow was one of the In- 
dians who was driven out of this very 
place we are coming to, by the troops. 
It would be a mighty good scheme to 
hire him as a guide until this matter is 
settled." 

The suggestion seemed altogether too 
good to be neglected, and after a few 
moments' consultation with the others, 
a proposition was made to Broken Bough 
which he assented to with much silence. 

Thus reinforced by the addition of 
the Indian, they rode on, keeping quite 
out of sight of the party in front. 
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As they followed close behind the 
Indian to whom they had entrusted the 
following of the trail, the cowboy who 
made the suggestion as to the Indian, 
and whose name was " Utah Ben," 
gradually drifted to the rear of the caval- 
cade whither, guided by some Masonic 
sign known to the guilds of the plains, 
the Dutchman, Johnson, and Dickie 
presently followed him. 

" I want you to be with me for the 
next fifteen minutes," he explained, 
"because much depends upon what 
happens in that time." They asked no 
questions — silence is the custom of the 
plains, silent tongues and vigilant eyes 
— but rode without remark, like Utah 
Ben, keeping their eyes steadily fixed 
upon the Indian guide in front. 

" Ha ! " exclaimed Ben, as the guide 
turned sharply to the left, "they have 
gone to Morrison^s Camp as I feared. 
It is the wildest, roughest place in all 
these hills — and I bet" — ^he said this 
slowly, as he was putting a fresh quid 
of tobacco into his mouth, as if the oc- 
casion warranted it — "and I bet Mor- 
rison's devils are all there — ^a good 
dozen of the roughest, fightingest fiends 
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on the plains. Boys ! " he added, his eyes 
sparkling, "weVe got our hands full, 
but if we can clear out this gang it will 
be a great job." 

" That's so," remarked Johnson in a 
quiet tone, " but we must not forget that 
first of all we have two things to do, to 
rescue Mr. and Mrs. Granger and the 
safe with that money in it, and then to 
capture that man Monaghan." 

It was deemed advisable to call a halt 
at once, as they might be ambushed at 
any moment. 

After a brief consultation, the cowboy 
Ben, offered to ride on past the party in 
front, as if he were going to Morrison's 
Camp, and he said he thought it would 
be well if one of them was to write a 
short message to Mr. Granger, on the 
chance of his being able to deliver it to 
him, saying that they were in a trap but 
armed friends were behind them, includ- 
ing Mrs. Granger's brother, and to keep 
up a good courage. He advised that 
it be added to the end that he must eat 
the paper after reading it." 

" How will you get back to us ? " in- 
quired the Dutchman, 

'' Oh ! as soon as I am out of their 
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sight, I will take a side turning and wait 
for you." 

"But if they follow your trail, what 
then ? " asked Johnson." 

"It will be quite unhealthy for the 
fellow who does it," answered the other 
quietly and turning the quid in his 
mouth. 

" How many miles are they now from 
this Morrison's Camp?" asked Miss 
Wandel, with compressed lip. 

" About five miles," replied Ben. 

" I believe I am the officer in command 
of this division," suddenly exclaimed 
Mabel Wandel, with flashing eyes, " and 
in the immortal language of our greatest 
soldier, I propose to move on their 
outworks at once, instead of waiting 
until they are entrenched and supported 
by a dozen extra men. 

"I would like to let Mrs. Granger 
know that her brother is here, but there 
is no time. Already, as it is, they will 
be within two miles of Morrison's Camp 
before we reach them. Forward, gentle- 
men, the ambulance can follow." 

" Give me five minutes' start," quietly 
said the Dutchman, " and I will delay 
the party in front somewhat. 
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" I raust insist, captain," he added as 
he saw Mabel Wanders kindling glance, 
"it is for the best," saying which he 
pushed his horse to a hand-gallop and 
left the troop. 

For a moment Mabel Wandel bit her 
lip in vexation, but she speedily forgot 
her anger when Johnson explained to her 
that Gilbert Monaghan had left the 
Dutchman for dead on one occasion, 
having done his best to kill him, and 
that it would be just as well that he 
should go ahead his own way. 

" The Dutchman is brave to a fault," 
he said, " but he is just as cool-headed 
and careful as he is brave. Of course I 
cannot say what the outcome will be 
when he and Monaghan meet, because 
Monaghan seems thus far to have the 
devil's own luck as well as craft ; but he 
will need both to get the better of our 
friend." 

" I should dearly have liked to have 
gone with him," said Johnson reflectively ; 
"but I think it is only right that he 
should have the opportunity of capturing 
his man single-handed, after the brutal 
usage he received from him." 

" Well, I think we had better follow as 
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quickly behind as possible," Mabel 
Wandel replied, " because Ben says that 
an ambush may be sprung upon us at 
any moment." 

As she finished speaking an Indian 
rode out of a neighboring pass towards 
them, and as they were about to pass 
him he stopped to ask them for a little 
tobacco. 

" He is a bad fellow that," said one of 
the cowboys, " I know him of old, a lying, 
thieving, dirty dog, shouldn't wonder if 
he was one of Monaghan's spies, sent 
out to keep watch against a surprise." 

Five minutes later a rifle-shot was 
heard in the direction which the Indian 
had taken, followed by another further 
off and still another away in the dis- 
tance. 

"A signal," called out the cowboy 
who had spoken; "that Indian was a 
spy." 

Utah Ben, towards whom Mabel Wan- 
del looked, nodded. 

" The game is up," he remarked, " we 
may as well push on at full speed to try 
and rescue the people in front" 
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CHAPTER VI. 

AN ATTEMPTED RESCUE, 

When they had reduced the distance 
between themselves and the party in 
front to about two miles, they could dis- 
tinctly see the Dutchman approaching 
the other ambulance — ^f rom which he was 
now distant about five hundred yards. 

At this point the valley, which had 
widened on leaving the Sweetwater, had 
again contracted almost to the width of 
a gorge — ^that is to say it was probably 
three hundred yards in width and 
flanked by high and rugged rocks broken 
up into ravines, caves, and boulders 
innumerable. 

The 'Dutchman had apparently sig- 
nalled the party in advance to stop for 
the ambulance, as the riders had pulled 
up and now stood apparently waiting the 
on comer. 

In another minute or two the latter 
would have been alongside, when sud- 
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denly a flash of flame shot out from the 
side of the gorge and the report of a rifle 
was heard. 

In an instant they saw the Dutchman 
begin to rock in his saddle and then he 
gradually sank forward on his horse's 
neck. 

" I'm afraid they have killed him this 
time," said Johnson with grim lip, " that 
Indian's signal must have told them we 
were enemies and so the party in ambush 
there fired. 

" Spread as much as possible, boys," 
he called to the others. 

At this point it was noticed that the 
Dutchman's horse which had been run- 
ning wildly, suddenly turned back to- 
wards its own party still carrying the 
body of its master. 

As he joined it the Dutchman sudden- 
ly sat upright to the amazement of the 
others. " It was a close call, boys," he 
said in a quick tone, " they scraped the 
back of my neck with their bullet and 
the concussion knocked me silly for the 
moment, but I'm all right again, I turned 
back because I noticed several horse- 
men standing behind a large rock as I 
got near Monaghan's outfit. We are 
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going to have some tall fighting to do, 
but we have a better chance here than 
among their caves, so we had better keep 
right on." 

They had not slackened their pace and 
were now within a mile of the party in 
front, who they saw were increasing their 
speed. 

" Ben," said Johnson to the cowboy 
** could you drop their horses with your 
Winchester ? " 

" Well," said Ben in reply, "a mile is a 
pretty long shot for a moving target, but 
they are going in a straight line and I'll 
try — whoa there, Billy, steady," this to 
his horse which stood suddenly still un- 
der the touch of his hand. The first shot 
was too high and they saw it kick up the 
alkali dust far ahead. The party ahead 
had however recognized their danger, 
and reigned their horses on one side so 
as to put the ambulance between them 
and the rifleman. It was too late, how- 
ever, for the next bullet hit the larger tar- 
get furnished by the side of the horse, 
and animal and rider came headlong to 
the ground. 

At this awkward contretemps the party 
pulled up and gathered unthinkingly 
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around the man who had been thrown 
from the fallen horse, with the result that 
John Granger's horse was killed by the 
cowboy's third bullet. 

Both Monaghan and John Granger 
were down but neither were wounded, 
and starting to their feet they entered 
the ambulance after Monaghan had 
stopped for a minute to take some pa- 
pers out of his saddle pocket. 

Meantime Broken Bough gave a good 
specimen of Indian cunning. Seizing 
the bridle of one of the spare horses and 
twisting it around his wrist he brought 
its head close up to and parallel with the 
head of the horse he was riding, then 
bursting into a furious gallop he followed 
on the trace which had so nearly cost 
the Dutchman his life. 

The animal he bestrode was on the 
further side from the ambuscade and as 
he neared the point where the shots had 
been fired he threw himself, Indian 
fashion, on the further side of his horse 
so that he had the bodies of the two 
horses as a shield. 

As he had expected, several shots 
were fired at him, and the spare horse, 
after running two or three hundred yards, 
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Stumbled and fell dead, with a bullet 
through its body. 

One defence was gone, but he was still 
sheltered by the body of his own horse, 
which, with the exception of a slight 
flank wound, was unharmed. 

Gilbert Monaghan had only given a 
hasty glance backward when he heard 
the firing, and seeing an apparently rider- 
less horse he concluded that his friends 
had killed the rider. His surprise was 
therefore extreme when a horse dashed 
alongside the ambulance and the two 
leading mules were shot before he could 
recover from his surprise. It is even 
possible that the Indian might have 
ended Monaghan's career there and then 
had he known which of the two was he. 
The doubt caused however a moment's 
hesitation which cost him his life, for in 
another moment a bullet from Mona- 
ghan's revolver had pierced his brain. 

The arrest of the ambulance's prog- 
ress settled once for all where the fight 
between the two forces was to take place, 
but even then Monaghan managed by 
desperate efforts that it should not 
happen in the open, for swiftly cutting 
the traces of the dead mules he drove 
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the living animals alongside the bluffs so 
that his party should at least be pro- 
tected on one side. He did this under 
shelter of the ambulance, in which, be- 
sides himself, there were Mr. and Mrs. 
Granger, a fact known to his pursuers. 
As the latter pushed forward at full 
speed, a body of cowboys led by the 
notorious Morrison himself debouched 
from the broken ground on the left and 
pushing rapidly forward between the 
contending forces opened fire with their 
Winchesters on the attacking party. 

" There goes Black Morrison," said 
Utah Ben to himself, " there is a thou- 
sand dollars reward for him dead or 
alive ; I propose to collect that sum or 
be gathered to my fathers, in the lan- 
guage of Scripture ; " and as Morrison 
rode off to the left to reconnoiter, Ben 
swung his rifle to his back and made a 
sudden dash for him, revolver in hand. 

" Dutchman," said Johnson the detect- 
ive, tearing a strip of leather from his 
saddle which a Winchester bullet from 
one of Morrison's gang had cut, " you 
will probably want to attend to Mon- 
aghan while Dickie and I try to release 
Mr. and Mrs. Granger." 
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The Dutchman nodded by way of 
reply. 

There was a momentary hush in the 
firing of the two forces, each apparently 
preparing for the spring. 



ff 
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CHAPTER VII. 

GILBERT MONAGHAN SHOWS HIS TRUE 

COLORS. 

We will avail ourselves of the pause 
to resume our place by the side of the 
principal characters of this story, Mr. and 
Mrs. Granger. 

The latter had been greatly upset by 
the shooting of the mules and the sudden 
killing of the Indian. To a lady reared 
among delicate surroundings, who had 
never in her life seen a drop of blood 
shed in anger, the sudden outburst of 
battle was horrible, but with the circum- 
stances there came to her as to all who 
are constitutionally brave a courage born 
of the occasion, to be surrendered, 
doubtless, in a very feminine manner, 
when the occasion was over. 

" This is terrible for you my darling," 
exclaimed John Granger as two bullets 
intended for Monaghan struck the wood- 
work of the ambulance. " I wonder 
who these maniacs can be. Why, as I 
14 
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live ! " he replied, " there is the Elarl and 
his valet, and the Dutchman among the 
the number. 

" Who are these men ? " he inquired 
of Gilbert Monaghan. 

" Murderers, cut-throats, bandits," re- 
plied the other hoarsely, as he drove the 
ambulance against the boulders which 
lined the broken baise of the cliffs and 
held out his arms for Mrs. Granger to 
alight. 

"Come — Come my — Mrs. Granger," 
he shouted — " come quickly, I wish to 
put you in a place of shelter out of the 
reach of the fire." Amid all the heat 
and danger of battle his voice softened 
as he spoke, and his eyes looked long- 
ingly at Mrs. Granger. 

"Look out for yourself," said Mr. 
Granger stiffly — " and 1*11 see to Mrs. 
Granger. When it comes to a fight I am 
as capable of taking care of myself and 
those belonging to me, as if I had been 
born on the plains with a six-shooter in 
my hand. 

" Come — my love — jump ! " and John 
Granger escorted his wife to a place of 
safety in the broken ground. 

" I shall return in a minute or two,^* 
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said Monaghan, his face livid with rage 
at the new attitude taken by John Gran- 
ger. " Fool, idiot," he muttered, " to 
think that she would rather leap into 
his arms than mine." 

" I wish I knew what it all means," 
exclaimed John Granger, " Are these 
new-comers friends or foes ? It would 
comfort me very much just now to shoot 
at something. I think, after all, I must 
chance it and help Monaghan although 
he is a strange fellow." 

Saying this he was about to take aim 
at one of the advancing party when a 
dark body worming its way between the 
fallen boulders crept into his presence 
and finally stood upri^t before them — 
an Indian runner — and handed to John 
Granger a scrap of paper. The Indian 
made no sign of discomposure to find 
himself covered by John Granger's re- 
volver, although he was himself unarmed, 
but stood stoically still. 

John Granger told his wife to read 
the paper as he did not wish to remove 
his pistol from the Indian. Taking the 
paper from the messenger, Mrs. Gran- 
ger's astonishment may well be imagined 
when she read as follows : 
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" This party of men are all friends of 
yours. Mr. Monaghan is a scoundrel and 
has abducted you under false pretences ; 
you know my handwriting, so you know it 
comes from your affectionate brother, 

" Will." 

"P. S. You and your husband had 
better keep under cover." 

The astonished look which came over 
Mrs. Granger's face very soon commu- 
nicated itself to that of her husband, but 
there was no time for remark, so tearing 
a leaf from his pocket-book John Gran- 
ger wrote : 

" Your message received. All right. 

" John Granger." 

He handed this to the Indian, who 
retired as quietly as he had come. 

The firing, which had ceased for a few 
minutes, now began again, and from his 
place of retreat John Granger could see 
the attacking party. 

There was desperate firing for the 
space of thirty seconds, at the end of 
which several saddles were emptied and 
the defenders gave ground, although very 
stubbornly as yet. Some of them dis- 
mounted and sought the shelter of the 
rocks from which to keep up their fire. 
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As soon as John Granger understood 
the situation he had serious thoughts of 
leaving his wife and taking part in the 
fight against his enemies, but before he 
could carry his half-formed resolution in- 
to effect Monaghan rushed up the slope 
with the blood streaming from a wound 
in his temple, and in a hoarse voice de- 
manded from John Granger the key of 
the iron safe in the ambulance. " Quick ! 
quick ! " he shouted in the other's ear," I 
must have it at once." When he saw 
the refusal in the other's eyes, he struck 
him senseless with the butt of his revol- 
ver and began to search in his pockets 
for the key. 

Mrs. Granger, infuriated at the treat- 
ment which her husband had received, 
took the pistol which had fallen from 
his grasp and pointing it at Monaghan's 
head fired. " Traitor ! " she cried, and as 
Monaghan avoided the bullet by ducking 
his head, she prepared to fire again. 

At that instant, however, a piece of 
rock broken off by a rifle bullet struck 
Mrs. Granger on the head and stunned 
her. 

Gilbert Monaghan knew that the bul- 
let was intended for him, and when he 
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turned and saw that the ambulance was 
already in the possession of the enemy 
he recognized that so far as the money 
was concerned the game was up. 

" But I have not lost everything yet, beU 
lissimay so long as I have you left," he said 
softly as stooping over Mrs. Granger, 
he noted returning consciousness. Then 
he raised her in his powerful arms and 
bore her through a narrow opening which 
led to a succession of caves beyond. 
He was not aware of the existence of 
these caves, but he knew enough of the 
broken character of the ground as to 
have good hope of being able to make 
his escape. 

" What do I care ? " he muttered as he 
heard the victorious shouts of the enemy. 
" With her I shall have both love and 
ransom too," and the smile that lit up 
his face was diabolical. 

He had now gained the entrance to a 
cave, into which he plunged fearlessly 
as he heard the cries of his pursuers 
coming nearer. In the distance he saw 
a shaft of light, which he found to pro- 
ceed from a cleft in the rocks a hundred 
feet overhead. His eyes were now get- 
ting accustomed to the gloom and he 
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hastened forward whenever he saw an 
opening, still carrying his burden with 
him. 

Once Mrs. Granger attempted to scream 
but he said in a low tone, "I will have 
to kill you if you make a noise, and then 
I shall kill myself too," and his voice 
though low and suppressed sounded so 
terribly tragic in that unnatural gloom 
that in her fear she made no further 
outcry. 

His mind was not occupied with the 
past — he reckoned naught of anything 
lost. No particle of bodily fear hastened 
his steps, only a dread lest he should 
lose the precious burden which he 
clasped in his arms, and with which he 
fled onwards unhasting, unresting, with 
a maniac's strength. 

So swift and silent were his move- 
ments, and so incomprehensible was it 
to his pursuers that any man of ordi- 
nary mould should escape their rapid 
pursuit saddled with such a burden, that 
they came to the conclusion that he had 
doubled in his tracks and that he was 
hidden in some of the recesses which 
they had passed in their haste. 

So they wavered in their chase, and 
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tried in vain in the gloom of the cave to 
trace his footsteps on the hard rock. 
Finally they turned back, fearful lest he 
should escape by the very opening through 
which he had entered. 

And all the while the man they were 
in search of was rushing on, to all ap- 
pearance, oblivious of the burden he held 
in his arms and climbing upwards through 
cave after cave, with only a snatch of 
light here and there to guide him, and 
with such constant obstruction and rami- 
fication in his way that any one trying 
to follow him would lose him, — a hundred 
chances to one. 

But to all human effort there must 
come an end, and presently the deep 
gaspings of an exhausted man broke on 
the air. 

But he had no occasion for hurry, for 
his pursuers had abandoned the chase 
half an hour before, and in a state 
of desperation inconceivable they were 
standing around the entrance to the 
caves. 

Amidst them, John Granger stood, a 
spectacle which no man worthy of the 
name could look upon and not feel his 
heart bleed. 
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" I will give/' the wretched man began 
with dry, bloodshot eyes, when a hand 
was laid on his arm, and a woman's 
voice said, " You wrong them, John, there 
is no need to give money^ these men 
would give their lives if they could bring 
your wife back to you now." 

John Granger turned, and for the first 
time since their parting long years ago, 
stood face to face with Mabel Wandel. 

Her fierce dark eyes grew wondrously 
soft and wistful under the dull agony of 
his. Even now, after the lapse of years, 
it cost her much to see the love which 
once was hers, rushing past her in such 
a torrent, but the ordeal, like that in the 
old Mission Garden, was one of eman- 
cipation and salvation to her, and she 
bore it nobly. 

"John," she whispered, "let us be 
very good friends," and recognizing the 
noble spirit of the woman, though, man- 
like, seeing naught of the pang, the 
suffering and the triumph, he took her 
hand and pressed it to his lips. 

For a moment a glad flush sped up- 
wards over neck and cheek and brow, 
and then Mabel Wandel triumphed over 
herself once more and turned away. 
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" This Indian knows the caves," said 
one of the cowboys coming back from 
the chase, '' and he is one of the best 
trackers in the country. He has a nose 
like a hound and an eye like a hawk." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A DESPERATE RESCUE. 

In an instant it was decided to take 
up the pursuit through the caves again. 

" There is only a man and a woman 
to look after," said the Dutchman. " I 
can see to the man, while Mr. Granger 
will look after his wife." 

The others understood that the speaker 
had a private matter to settle with the 
fugitive and refrained from taking part 
in the pursuit, contenting themselves 
with chasing Morrison's gang which the 
others of their number who survived 
were still following up. 

The Indian who accompanied John 
Granger and Van Horn the Dutchman 
was quick to detect the footprints of the 
heavily burdened fugitive. Where no 
trail had been perceptible to the others 
he traced it without difficulty or hesita- 
tion, and every now and again he 
pointed out small portions of lace^ 
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which Mrs. Granger had torn from her 
dress in order to aid in the pursuit. 

The deep shadow of the caves, which 
had looked like absolute darkness as 
they entered them, was broken here and 
there by a feeble shaft of light which 
penetrated from the mountains above 
through the broken roof-way. 

The caves were formed by vast con- 
glomerations of huge boulders, round 
whose edges the pursuing party wound 
in and out following the Indian's faith- 
ful guiding. 

" Do you think that man we are fol- 
lowing knows his way through these 
caves ? " John Granger inquired of the 
Indian. The latter shook his head and 
replied that there were more than 
twenty outlets and that he had chosen 
one of the worst. He could tell that, he 
said, by the direction he had taken. 

" Where does this route end ? " Van 

Horn inquired. 

" On the edge of a precipice, or in a 

blind alley," the Indian answered in his 
patois. 

" It is amazing to me how the man 
can have escaped over such a track," 
said Van Horn aloud as he stumbled 
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again and again over the broken stones 
which lined the floor of the caves. 

The Indian motioned for silence and 
as they entered a narrow oblique pas- 
sage-way, he stepped aside to allow 
them to pass him to see a well-lit cave 
beyond, evidently opening on the mount- 
ain-side from the blaze of light entering 
it horizontally. On a small boulder at 
the further end of the cave Mrs. 
Granger sat with her head bent as if in 
prayer. 

A great gasp of joy burst from John 
Granger's breast, as he recognized his 
wife, and shaking off Van Horn's de- 
taining hand he leapt into the cave, 
pistol in hand with no thought in the 
world but to reach her side. 

" Oh ! " said Van Horn. " I'm afraid 
the ruffian has escaped us." At that 
instant a violent push from the Indian 
made him stumble and at the same 
moment a pistol bullet whistled past his 
ear. 

The shot was Monaghan's. Having 
heard Van Horn's remark as to the 
roughness of the track, he had crept 
round one of the large boulders which 
formed the wall of his cave and so been 
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enabled to attack Van Horn in the rear. 
But for the desperate thrust of the In- 
dian who stood behind it is undoubted 
that the Dutchman's final account with 
Monaghan would have been settled 
there and then by the former's death. 
Even as things were, the odds were 
heavily against Van Horn, for Mona- 
ghan's finger was already pressing the 
trigger of the self-acting revolver for 
the second shot and before Van Horn 
had regained his feet. It was not with- 
out good reason, however, that Van 
Horn was considered one of the quick- 
est men in the world to draw and fire 
his weapon. Of course anything like 
an accurate aim was impossible, and yet 
even handicapped as he was his bullet 
shattered Monaghan's wrist and dis- 
armed him. 

Nothing daunted Monaghan tore his 
second revolver from his belt with his 
left hand and saying, " This settles it once 
for all, Dutchman I " aimed it point- 
blank at the other's head — now not six 
feet away. 

"I think so," answered Van Horn, 
who was now on his feet, and Monaghan's 
shot flew wide, for the other's bullet 
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reached him first — by just that infinitesi- 
mal part of a second which establishes 
the supremacy of the man " quickest on 
the draw." 

For a second after the firing Monaghan 
stood wavering on his feet with that fixed 
look of hate in his eyes and then he fell 
forward on his face dead, with a bullet 
through his brain. 

Van Horn stood for a few seconds 
silently regarding his dead enemy — then 
with a great sigh of relief from his broad 
chest he muttered : " Yes, Monaghan — as 
you say — this settles it." 

When he entered the cave he found 
John Granger standing at bay with 
one arm around his wife and with a 
leveled revolver in his right hand, the 
Indian standing by his side knife in 
hand. 

" Thank God, my friend, you are safe," 
exclaimed John Granger excitedly as he 
saw Van Horn enter. " I was afraid it 
might end differently." 

" So it would," said Van Horn, " if my 
friend by your side hadn't shoved me out 
of the way of his first bullet." 

After a few moments* consultation it 
was decided to bury Monaghan where 
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he fell, and to mark the spot — and this 
Van Horn and the Indian did. 

And then they hurried back lest the 
failing daylight should obliterate their 
track altogether, and they should be left 
over night in the caves. 

They reached the ambulance just as 
the dusk set in and there they found 
Miss Mabel Wandel, Will Barlow, John- 
son, the Express manager, and one of the 
cowboys. 

Dickie, Utah Ben, and two other cow- 
boys returned an hour later with a grisly 
tale to tell. All were more or less in- 
jured, and yet jubilant because they 
brought back "Black Morrison," as a 
prisoner and reported his gang broken 
up. 

"We followed them right into the 
caves," Ben explained, " and only two 
of them escaped, and they are badly 
wounded." 

" Any luck ? " inquired Ben of Van 
Horn. 

"Yes, Monaghan's dead," was the 
reply. 

"Has Bud escaped," inquired Van 
Horn, bethinking him of another " guage " 
still in the field. 
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" No ! Johnson killed him," was 
Dickie^s reply. 

At first it was proposed to build a fire 
and stay where they were for the night, 
but Ben said there was a friendly ranch- 
man's home within a couple of miles, 
and as the night air was chilly and 
dangerous to the wounded, it was 
decided to push on to the better 
shelter. 

When the roll was called it was found 
that two cowboys and the police officer 
were killed on the side of the victors, in 
addition to Broken Bough the Indian. 
Although the deaths were comparatively 
few considering the nature of the fight, 
the casualties were considerable, as there 
was scarcely one of the party who did not 
carry some memento of the conflict on 
his person. 

The meeting between Mrs. Granger 
and her brother was a happy, if on her 
part a tearful, one ; and when he had ex- 
plained what he had endured at the 
Mission House, and that not only his 
life and reason, but also her own rescue 
and her husband's life, in all probability, 
were due to Mabel WandePs heroic 
efforts, she asked her husband to take 
15 
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her to Miss Wandel. The interview 
was an affecting one, little was said, but 
a good many happy relieving tears were 
shed and all was well between them. 

" I once thought you were my worst 
enemy," said Mrs. Granger smiling with 
a tear in each eye and a catch in her 
voice ; " but now you have shown that 
you are my very best friend, for to you I 
owe husband and brother, and I dare 
not think what besides." 

The return to Rawlins was made by 
slow stages. Their news had traveled 
ahead of them by the messengers who 
carried the dead oflScer's body, and their 
arrival in the town was a triumphal 
march. That the rejoicing echoed as 
far even as New York may be imagined 
when the Superintendent handed to the 
Inspector the following dispatch from 
Johnson : 

" Arrived at Rawlins, with John Gran- 
ger, his wife, and her brother. Money 
all right. Dutchman killed Monaghan. 
All's well." 

" I thought he would get square/' re- 
plied the Inspector as he returned the 
dispatch. 
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« It was a stiff job and has been weU 
done," the Superintendent said, and lit a 
fresh cigar. 



THE END. 
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